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Dangers of Working Girls 



CHAPTER I. 

The air was filled with- a^i^ipty cain. .Tl^-night 
shadows w^re beginniBg to descend early because 
of lateness of the fall. (AUaboit the \it^^s^^Te 
hurrying to their homes, where warm, bright fire- 
sides allured them. But there was one unhappy 
little creature swaying to and fro in her misery 
and loneliness without home or friends. 

She dared not speak to the passers-by. Her 
one ambition seemed to be to get away from the 
hurrying crowd, and she shrank into a hallway 
several times, only to crawl forth again and walk 
toward the river. 

Suddenly she started to run upon hearing foot- 
steps behind her, but her strength gave out and 
she sank down upon a nearby step, when the 
rfiound of the footsteps came nearer and she timid- 
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4 DANGBRS OF WORKING GIRLS. 

ly raised her head, but the new-comer west on his 
way without looking at her, and she sighed and 
started on again. 

' "I thought it was he/' whispered she to herself. 
/ **There is nothing now that does not put me in ^ 
mind of him. Oh, God, what shall I do? If I only 
knew of some one who would care for a girl, then 
I would not go to the river, but I would rather die 
than hafv^'.liim fijaf^ |9?^' : 

Sfee:stTOggle<J.up ^igain^ her wet skirt dragging 
about *Be:^'''siili?enhg-liiabs; feeling that nothing 
remained but death in *the dark river. 

What gave a girl inspiration to live when she 
had no money, nothing to live for and being 
hunted to earth by a villain? 

Her griefs rushed over her as the storm grew 
more furious, and thinking she heard a familiar 
step she hurried on faster than ever. 

"If only some one would help me a little I 
would be so happy, but I can't stay out in the 
storm, and if the police should find me they would 
give me over to him. Oh, God in heaven, take me 
to Thyself rather than have that happen." 

By this time she could hear the rushing of the 
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riyer and tfa« awful lapping and roaring of tlie 
waves. 

^^Oh, they seem to tell me of a peaceful time be- 
-: yond the struggle for breath," said she; "yes, I 
will do this thing, for I can never get away from 
him again if he finds me/' 

She did not wait to lift her once pretty skirts. 
What did it matter now if her legs were wet and 
weak? Just beyond was warmth and forgetful- 
ness. What did it matter if she were hungry and 
cold? Just beyond there would be no hunger, no 
chance to remember that she had been like a 
hunted animal. 

Her eyes were fastened upon the dark water 
and her fingers clutched at a small bag she car* 
ried in her hand. 

**I'm going to take your picture with me, sweet 

, father and mother," whispered she. "If you had 

only lived then would I have been saved, but 

father, dear, you, too, came under his dreadful 

fipell, and I'm coming to you both, dear, and may 

/the good Savior receive my spirit." 

^ Muttering this, phe lifted her head and peered^ 

into the now dense darkness and shuddered as she 
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But the determined rescuer had no such inten- 
tions. He drew her, struggling, into the boat and 
spoke quite sternly to her. 

"You must rest quietly there until I get you to 
land,'' said he. "There, now, you'll soon be where 
it is warm. Poor child, don't shiver so. I will 
not hand you over *o the police." 

"Better kill me than that," moaned the girl. 
*'0h, please put me back into the water. I was 
just beginning to grow warm. Please, please." 

Her teeth chattered and she shuddered as the 
boat came against the pier. He drew her into a 
safe place, and then turned her face toward the 
light. Bedraggled with water and soiled with the 
mud into which she had sunk, the observer yet 
could see that she was beautiful. Her eyes were 
luminous with fear and pleading and her hair 
hj^ng in wet curls about the pale, lovely face. 

"You are beautiful," said he slowly, "and yet 
you were trying to kill yourself. Little woman, 
I've been right there myself when I looked into 
the water and it called me to come. Now, listen, 
you must never do such a thing again. Never, 
never. There is always a struggle which you 
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must make. Here is some money ; go to that hotel 
and get warmed and stay all night and to-morrow 
yon will have an opportunity to get something to 
^ do, and this will keep you a long time.'^ 
* Tremblingly she lifted his hand to her lips, and 
a great sob rose in her throat. She knew not 
how to thank him, but he gave her no chance, for 
while she hesitated he pushed her gently from 
him. 

"Don't wait, child, to thank me; your teeth are 
chattering so £hat you will catch your death of 
cold, and you can liardly walk from the water in 
your clothes. Wait a minute, 1^11 get some of it 
out.'' 

Taking his gloves from his hands, he wrung the 
water from his companion's clothes. She stood 
looking at him in an appealing manner. 

"There now, you won't have such a time to 
^alk," soothed he. "Now run and don't tell any- 
one you jumped into the river. Take this money, 
and it will help you. Good-night" 
T L&e a frightened deer the girl ran into the 
darkness, leaving the man looking after her. He 
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bad only time to draw himself together when a 
voice called to him : 

"Where are you, Barney?" 

"Here.'' 

"Well, for the love of heaven^ ain't you got 
nothing to do but to stand out in the rain on a 
night like this?" 

The speaker was of Jewish extraction and his 
brogue was harsh and somewhat funny. 

The man spoken to shrugged his shoulders. 

"Our trade knowA no sunshinV' said h^, as he 
lighted a cigar. 

"That's true, but such a night ! The very rain 
is like a set of needles going through one's skin."^ 

^^es," said the other. "I was just saying to 
myself that I pitied any poor devil out to-night.'^ 
But he said nothing about the girl he had taken 
from the water. 

"Poor little girl, I'll keep it to myself. For 'ti« 
none of Izy's business." He took some long puffs 
upon his cigar and held his head high in the air. 

"She had the face of an angel," muttered he to 
himself. "I wonder what sent her to such a pass.'^ 
^ "What you talking to yourself for?" asked Izy,, 
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as he«lrewthisK;oat closer about his form. ^^Seems 
to me you^re acting strange." 

"It's cold; that's all." 

"Sure, it's cold," responded the Jew, "but that 
don't need to make you mutter like a magpia" 

'nnrell, let's make plans. Did yon get into that 
house?" 

'^ope, they don't want no help tiiere," was the 
answer. 

"Did you apply?" 

"Did I apply? Well, I guess I did, and what 
do you think, when I insisted, the butler gave me 
a kick and sent me out in the rain." 

"Poor Izy, I do not know but what you have as 
trying a time as I do." 

"Not so much risk, though, boss," commented 
the Jew. "I take my share of the graft without 
the danger of getting pinched." 

"Then we'll have to give up the thought of that 
place, for I canijLot get into a house without your 
help." 

"Then think of some other place," cried Izy. 

"It's hard work to think," answered Barney 
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BrantoD, lifting his cigar and knocking the ashes 
from the end. 

"YouVe had your own success, Barney," re- 
plied Izy. "There is no cracksman in the city as 
' capable of getting as much as you are/^ 

"True, but I stand in the shadow of the prison 
all the time/' 

"Nevertheless, I believe that your wings are 
tinged with invisibility, so that you cannot be 
seen, for many a time I thought you were caught 
^and you were gone from your captors' fingers/^ 

"Then we will have to put off this job until we 
can get a better one. Don't worry. Something 
will come to us, and I will send you a list of 
names to try. Now, there is that Dean house. 
They say that he is as wealthy as Croesus and 
always has a lot of money in the house. I may 
get you in there. But now go home or your teeth 
will chatter out of your head.J' 

"Ain't you going?" \ 

"Not yet. I do not mind a night like this." 

"I hope you like it better than I do. I'm going 
home; good-night. Write me if you hear any- 
thing." 
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The little Jew walked hurriedly away, striding 
through the storm with his collar high up about 
his neck. 

Barney Branton stood still in the rain aftmr 
Izy had departed. 

"I never saw such eyes in a human head," de- 
clared he, spreading bis feet to stay the pressure 
of the wind against his big body. "She certainly 
was a lady. What were those words she said sl» 
she left? — that she hoped that God would keep 
me from all harm, and thanked me for saving her 
life. I notice that was after I gave her the money. 
What a face! by Jove, I would like to see her/ 
again.'^ 

He looked toward the hotel he had told her to 
go to, but shook his head. 

"What right have you, Barney Branton, to 
want to see her, as good a girl as she must be? 
To think of her jumping into the river on a night 
like this ! Qody but the very sound of the water 
sends the shivers through me when I think of her. 
Lucky I made that appointment with Izy, or sh( 1 
would by this time have joined her father andf 
mother she wanted to see so badly." 
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Again he started for the lighted hotel. 

"Pshaw, I've done all I could for her. I gave 
her one hundred dollars, and that will keep her 
until she can get work, and I wish now I had 
given her mora'* 

Barney Branton gave himself a great shake. 

"Now, look a-here, Branton," cried he, "you are 
the king of the cracksmen, and you cannot think 
of a girl. But how my heart beats ! Those eyes — 
oh, heaven, those eyes." 

He shook himself again and commenced to 
walk away from the spot. 

"Go on now, fool, and let the girl you've saved 
alone. She's all right now, and maybe from now 
on fate will be her friend.'' 

He walked rapidly away and disappeared Into 
the night. 



Alter Hilda Murivale's hand closed over the 
roll of bills which Barney Branton gave her she 
struggled through the storm and caitered the 
hotel. She comply looked as if she had been a 
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long time in the rain and her hair was wringing 
wet, while her dress clung in a mass of wet rags 
about her. 
; "I want a room for a night," said she, and all 
' through the dark night she wept out her thank- 
fulness that she had been saved from a coward^s 
death. It all looked so different to her ; she could 
not appreciate that fate had saved her when she 
had wilfully sent herself into the grave. Then 
«he commenced to think of her preserver, and sat 
up in bed. 

"His eyes follow me,^^ whispered she. "I have 
never seen such a kindly face. I suppose he is a 
minister." 

Hilda Murivale made the common mistake of 
believing that any man with a good face must be 
joined to the church. 

"He could do nothing bad," cried she; "noth- 
ing, I am sure. I can think of nothing but his 
eyes. If I can get well and go to work I shall try 
to pay him back. Think of one hundred dollars. 
It seems that I cannot be thankful enough. What 
a lovely man he was !" 

Then she lay thinking deeply, and brought to 
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her mind all the past. She remembered her dear 
father taking herself and mother from New York 
and going on a commission to England. He had 
landed in that new country amid the pi^aises of 
his countrymen, but what an awful ending T*^ 
Hilda did not have to bring her mind to a differ- 
ent state to call up remembrances which made 
her shudder from head to foot. 

"Poor father, you are dead,'* murmured she, 
"and your little girl almost followed you ; but for 
the kindness of a good stranger I should not have 
wanted to live." 

She could not sleep. The thought that a cer- 
tain villain had followed her from India and was 
dogging her footsteps made her hide her head 
u»der the covers. 

"I don't know where to go," sobbed she. "I 
want to get honest work. I would love to take 
care of a little child. That's what I will apply 
for, and maybe he will not think of me in the 
^^pacity of a servant." 

For a little while she slept in fltful snatches. 

Her eyes would fly open at the slightest sound, 
and her poor little head swam around 'as she 



DANGERS OF WORKING QIRLS. yj 

thooght of ^er experience of the night before. 
Then again into her mind would rush the thought 
of her pursuer. 

"Oh, if I only knew where to go and where to 
hide! He seems to be always everywhere." 

It would be timely to say that this girl feared 
an Indian doctor, who was a firm friend of her 
father and who had fallen in love with her, and 
she dreaded the thought of ever marrying him, 
and her father had told the doctor that, while he 
valued his friendship, he could not force his then 
motherless girl into an obnoxious marriage. 

"You see," Mr. Murivale had said, "that Hilda 
is young and unwilling to marry you, and it is 
her will not to, and I cannot force her into it." 

Prom that time on the Indian had changed. 
She felt that- his crafty expression meant some- 
thing evil to her father. She begged her parent 
to be careful and was not so much surprised when 
one morning she found her dear father dead in 
his bed. 

Shie remembered the sorrow of her Indiaii 
friend, and it was then that he pressed his suit 
and tried to capture her, but wi^ the strength of 
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a young lioness she escaped and soon sailed for 
Uew York without letting any one know where 
fihe had gone. 
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I CHAPTER II. 

In a house on Fifth avenue a man sat reading 
in a beautiful library. He seemed to be interested 
in his book^ for he did not hear the door open nor 
nee a lovely woman creep i^p behind him and 
cover his eyes with her hands. 

"Do you know who this is?'' laughed she. 

"Of course, my darling; my beautiful wife/' 

"Yes, it is she," replied the woman, coming' 
around and sinking at his feet; "I wanted to sur- 
prise yau, but nothing seems to do that Sweet- 
heart, are you going to have any one to dinner 
to-night'' 

"No, I think not Why? Do you want me to 
go into the byways and the highways and hurry 
them in so that you might entertain them?" 

"No, I am very well satisfied to be here alone 
Trith you." 

The rich man took the beautiful face in his 
hands and looked deep into the violet eyes. 
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"Karina,'' whiBpered he, cooing over the name 
as if he loved its sound, ^'you cannot tell how 
thankful I am to heaven for sending you to me. 
It is my one constant prayer that I ihight be able 
to return the comfort to'you in the way of beauti- 
ful things/' 

"Ah, Mathew, I had never known happiness 
myself until I married you. All my girlhood 
days were unhappy/' 

"Let me see,'' said Mr. Dean, "I believe you told 
me that your early years were spent in India," 

"Yes, among a class of people that I hate. The 
men are the most treacherous in the world." 

"Your first husband, he was '' 

"An Indian doctor, whom I hated with all my 
might," and as she said these words her face dark- 
ened and instead of a beautiful smiling woman 
she looked more like a demon. 

"Well, we won't talk about it, love," whispered 
the man. "All of our days shall be spent together 
and you will never know another want." 

"I know it, Mathew, and I shall deserve it; 
don't you worry. What did you want to see me 
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this eyening for? You said you had something so 
particular to tell me." 

Mathew Dean looked thoughtfully into the fire, 

but he knew not how to open a certain subject 

' that had been on his mind since the day before, 

being brought there by a letter which had come 

to him from the eastern part of New York State. 

"Just begin, darling," said the woman sooth- 
ingly. "Have I been spending too much money?" 

"Oh, no," cried the banker; "if you want more 
money come to me and don't worry about finan- 
cial things. They are the least of our troubles." 

"Then I cannot imagine what it can be. You 
see, all my life nothing but money has ever been 
my worry. I suppose I am only following after 
old ways. But tell me, dear." 

"Have you ever heard me speak of a brother of 
mine who married in the Far West? Well, he has 
died, leaving a child, a daughter, lame and home- 
less, and she was sent to one of her mother's rela* 
tives, who is now dead, and I am the only one who 
I can give her a home." 
^-^ Again the woman's face darkened, but she did 
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not want to sbow her real nature to the man sit- 
ting so close to her. 

**And has she written you?'* 

"Yes, and asked to come here to lire." ^ 

"Then I suppose there is nothing else to do but 
to allow her to come. But, dearest, if I did not 
jump at the plan immediately please forgive me^ 
for I did not wanfour quiet times brok^i up. You 
know I love to spend my evenings with you.** 

"And neither shall our pleasant times be 
broken up, you foolish child. I simply live now 
to come home to you.*' 

"How sweet, darling,'* whispered the man's^ 
wife. "I will willingly consent to have your niece 
here if she does not take your love from me." 

"That no one could ever do," exclaimed Dean. 

But if he could have seen his wife after she 
reached her apartment he would not have 
thought her so willing to have the poor relative 
there. She clinched her hands angrily as she 
mounted the stair and the moment the door 
closed she broke out in a terrible passion. 

"To think just as I have him as I want him, 
another has to come into my home and take part 
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ef the money he should give to me. Oh, God, what 
I have borne in this world ! When I was so calmly 
telling him of my first husband in India I 
thongl^t I should scream. Husband, bah, what 
do I know of a husband ! I never had one before, 
but only a man that I worshipped more than my 
life, and shamelessly he cast me off. And yet, yet 
would I give all this to see him just once and feel 
his lips upon mine.'' 

She looked about hastily as she muttered these 
words. No one must hear her. Then again her 
temper got the better of her. 

^'An ugly cripple, a girl to sneak about and 
listen ! Well, I'll see that she gets nothing, abso- 
lutely nothing that I can keep from her." 

For a long time after her passionate temper 
had worn off she lay upon her bed thinking of the: 
past and weaving in her mind pleasures for the: 
future. 

"Who would have thought that I could have 
married such a man, rich, generous, almost king* 
ly and willing to give me the world were it at his. 
command. Karina Dean» content yourself with 
your lot" 
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She was trying to be satisfied with the exist- 
ence that once she craved, trying to forget the 
shadows of the p^Jst, out of which loomed the face 
of a man handsome, smiling, deyilish, capable 
only of bringing any woman he might love to a 
degradation worse than death. 

"I would give my life," she panted a little later, 
"to be with you, Salsya, if only for a moment. I 
cannot understand why you ever loved another, 
but you tried to make me see that it was poverty 
that kept us apart, but I know better. Nothing 
but the waning of it could separate such passion 
as ours." 

Then, as if thinking deeply, she was quiet for 
almost an hour. She arose and dressed, looking 
more like an angel than woman. Her face was 
exceedingly fair, and she was yet too young to 
show the ravages of an uncontrollable passion 
mingled witk a temper which would brook no 
interference. 

She spent a quiet evening with her husband, 
only once mentioning the coming of his niece* 

*Toiill try to be a mother to her, Karina?'^ 
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"Yes, if she will let me, but I have Hot yet seoii 
her. She might not take a fancy to me." 

She was smiling as she said this, and how beau- 
tiful she looked to her husband. 

"Then I should say there was a perverted judg- 
ment in that young lady," was his answer. 

"Oh, that's because yoU love me, Mathew," said 
she, coming up from behind and taking his head 
in her hands. "She might argue something like 
this, ^now if he had not married this woman, I 
might have been his pet,' do you see, Matliew?" 

"Karina, it was a wise God that said that a 
woman should be her husband's all. All, you are 
to me, and always diall be." 



On a train coming from upper New York State 
a young lame girl sat waiting impatiently for the 
train to stop. The conductor had shouted New 
J York, and the heart of the girl commenced to 
beat. She was coming into a new world, a new 
home, and would the occupants love her as she 
had made up her mind to love them? This uncle 
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of hers, of whom she had heard her father speak^ 
would he take her in his arms and tell her how 
mucl( he loved her?- And she had heard that he 
had lately married^ and maybe his wife would, 
not like her, not care to hare her about. 

'^There now^ Elsie/' mused she, as the whistle 
gave a great shriek, "don't be a little fool. Your 
uncle is your own flesh and blood* Burely fie 
would not ask you to come to him if h^ did not 
want you.'' 

She hesitated a moment after the trainmen 
helped her from the step, and then she saw a 
handsome man hurrying toward her. The strik- 
ing likeness to her father brought the tears to her 
eyes. 

'TTou are my uncle," gasped she, holding out 
her hands. And who could have helped loving 
her, the sweet little creature, all eyes and soul? 

"I am your Uncle Mathew, and welcome you to 
our home. My wife is waiting for you." 

Elsie sighed as she heard these words, and she/ 
hoped this bfeautiful woman, of whose very pic- 
ture she had stood in awe, would take hw com- 
pletely to her heart as her uncle had done. She 
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would be such a good girl and not make them any 
trouble. 

^^Yonr aunt is making arrangements for you to 
have a companion^ some other young girl, who 
will love you and with whom you can associate. 
Do you think you will like that?^' 

"I am sure I shall," answered the girl; "oh, 
very sure. Then I shall not be a burden upon you 
and aunt." 

The home-coming was worse even than Elsie 
had imagined. She was afraid of the luminous 
eyes, afraid to lift her sweet face for a kiss, and 
neither did she until the woman placed her finger 
under the girPs chin and raised it to her. 

"So you are going to live with us. Then we 
must be good friends." 

It was then she received Earina's kiss, and it 
felt as if it burned her face. 

"I am going to bring a girl here for you whom 
I you will love. She is not a New Yorker by cus- 
tom and neither are you, so you can become,/ 
acquainted with the city together." ^ 

Elsie laid her head dovm upon the first resting 
place she could find after she got to her room. 
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She wept pasffionately for a few moments, giriBg 
way to her feelings as if her happiness depended 
upon it' 

"She won't love me/' sobbed she; "oh, I have 
never seen such uncomfortable eyes. I could not 
love her either. But this young girl and uncle— 
oh, I shall make myself happy after all/' 



In another poorer room another young girl sat 
with her f acci in her hands. ' 

"Now I believe my luck has changed; I know 
that I am going to have a home which will be 
better than any I have ever had — and then I shall 
be free from him." 

She laid great stress upon those last word^i 
She looked out of the window into the crowded 
street, wondering if this man who was pursuing 
her was among the number below. 
X "This letter says for a companion for a young 
, girl. Oh, how I hope she will be sweet and one 
that I can love. If so, she won't complain of the 
affection I shall show her." 
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The next m<xrning this same girl, witb a y^ 
closely tied over a beautiful face, stole out and 
called at a re^dence on Fifth avenue. She was 
shown into a drawing room, which, though .beau- 
tiful, was no more gorgeous than others she had 
lived in hei^lf, and the lady who swept into the \ 
room could not but marvel at the supreme com- 
posure and grace of the girl who had come to ask 
for the position which had been spok^i of in her 
tetter. 

'Tou wish to act as a companion," said the 
woman, hardening a little, chiefly because the 
new-comer was more beautiful than herself, and 
again because she did not like to see such man- 
ners with a servant. ^'I should not think you • 
would like to take a position like this; it is 
menial in a way." 

The girl bent her eyes upon the speaker. 

"Is it?" said she, slowly and more calmly than 
befora "I did not know ; if my father'had lived I 
should never have had to work, but I shall be glad 
to get this position." 

At this moment a lame girl hobbled into the 
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room. The lady was just aE^ing the othw one heir 
name. 

** Hilda Murivale," was the answer. 

**And you are from ^^ 

The terrified look which this question had 
raised in the brown eyes was noticed by the 
woman. 

''I — I — ^was bom in New York State, but left 
when I was very young.'' 

''And for what part of the country?'' 

Again tiie eyes deepened in shade. 

*'The Far East," was the answer. 

The words were accompanied by such dignii^; 
that the woman refrained from saying more. 

'*Elsie," said she after a little hesitation, "come 
here- Do you think you could love this young 
lady if I take her as your companion?" 

The two girls looked into each other's eyes, and 
each read a beautiful something there which ap* 
pealed to the soul of the other. Hilda Murivale 
iirme from her chair, and Elsie hobbled closer to 
her. They took each other's hands and but of the 
fullness of two loving hearts smiled broadly. 

*'01i, I am sure, auntie, dear," began Elsie, try- 
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ing all of a sudden to be loving, ^^that I should 
like to have Miss Murivale with me if you give 
your eonsenty and I think I should love her." 
y "Then she shall stay," said Mrs. Dean, and 
1 glad was she of the fact that the lame girl was 
now off her hands. 

It did riot take Hilda long to find out the con- 
ditions of the rich man's home nor see that the 
beautiful mjstress hated the little niece, and be- 
-cause of this she tried the harder to make Elsie's 
lot as light as she could. 

Her own last few months had been so fearful 
and had aged her much, but that was no reason 
why the lame girl should not be happy, and in 
f?pite of the sorrow she nursed in her breast and 
the thought that often brought her to tears, she 
learned to be happy and to make another girl as 
liappy as herself. 

The only thing that worried her was the 
thought that some day she might meet this tor- 
mentor of hers and he would make her accompany 
him when she did not want to go« 

"But there is certainly justice in suchi a city 
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j I as this,'' said she to herself one morning when 
1 1 Elsie had asked her to walk in the park. 
'p These walks brought the blood to her che^, 
H only to send it out again when she thought that 
maybe she might meet her father's murderer face , 
to faca But each day they would return home 
without accident, and Hilda grew to be les» 
afraid* 

One evening when the two girls were alone in 
the house, and Elsie was resting her poor lame 
foot after a long walk, she said to Hilda : 
"Have you ever been in love?" 
The question, so rashly asked, brought a blush 
to Hilda's face. 

"I was in love with my father, but he is dead," 
said she. 

"Oh, I'm sorry I asked," soothed Elsie; "I 
meant have you ever been in love with a very nice 
young man?" 

"No, I have met but one man whom I could 
love, and I only saw him once." 

"Oh, that's too bad. Won't you tell me about 
it, or is it a secret?" 
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^'No, Elttie, no secret/' replied Hilda, "and if 
you would like me to I will tell you. Then listen.^' 

Starting at the b^inning, Hilda told Elsie of 
her coining to New York, dwelling a little while 
upon the fact that she was driven from her home 
by the persecutions of a man whom she had since 
seen in the city, and it took only a moment to 
luring the bright tears to the tender eyes of Elsie 
when she heard about the river, so dark and lone- 
ly and about the young man who had risked his 
own life to save her companion's. 

"Now do you think you will ever see him 
again?" asked she, smiling through her tears. 

"Oh, I am not sure, but I hope so, for I was in 
no condition to thank him properly for what he 
did for me, and then, too, he gave me money and 
I want to return it to him. Oh, Elsie, I have never 
seen such eyes in any man's head." 

"Oh," cried Elsie excitedly, "I do hope that you 
will see him again. Think of it, it might end in a 
romance." 

"No it won't, for I feel it in my bones that he 
is married." 

"Oh, do you?" groaned Elsie, this time bring- 
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iug out the sighs one aftjer another. ^^Isn't that 
awful? I was in hopes that he would love yon 
and you him — and, oh, what a lovely story that 
, J would make!" 
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CHAPTER III. 

Hilda Mukivalb was now happy, and site felt 
that at last she was safe and not being followed. 
Probably the man who had persecuted her so long 
had grown tired and returned to his own country. 
Her life had settled into pleasant places. She had 
already saved almost enough money to pay back 
the royal gentleman who had given her the timely 
aid upon the pier. 

One afternoon she was out riding with Elsie 
when she spied a funny figure hurrying along. 

As if by chance he got directly in front of the 
carriage, frightening the horses so that they 
reared upon their haunches threateningly. But 
after making the trouble he settled it, for he 
{[rasped the horses' bits tightly in his hands. 

"Now, don't be a-hopping about like that, old 
boys," shouted he in his funny Oerman, and the 
girls, feeling that everything waa safe^ leaned 
over and thanked him. 



i'! 
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'^Yon come to this address to-night,'' said the 
lame girl, ^^and let my uncle thank yon properly^ 
for I know he will be very grateful to you.'^ 

^^Wasnt he fonny ?" said Hilda as they climbed 
the stairs slowly. ^^I thought he was going to be^ 
run over. He certainly is a hero.'^ 

And tttUt German, the object of the girPs ad- 
miration, was talking then at that monsmt rap- 
idly. 

'^Yon bet, Mr. Branton, that I managed it. 
Those girls were frightened to death.'' 

*Well, well?" impatiently asked Branton. 

^^And they told me to come to the house to- 
night and see their uncle and he would properly 
thank me. All I want is a chance to ask for a 
good job." 

"Yes, yes, that's what you want to do," cried 
the other. "Ah, this is the place I hare long^ 1 
sought entrance to. They are rich, Isidore, very 
rich." 

"I know, and what we want is some of the 
money; is that it, boss?" 

"Aye^ aye^ some of their money. What right 
have these rich to so much and the poor to se 
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little? I am called the king of th^ a^ackfianen, \ 
Izy, but I have never yet taken a cent from a poor 
man, nor have I taken a human life.'' / 

^^I know that, old man^ but what made you get 
into such work? A man with your face and your 
mannerB, a professional ^" 

"Thief, that's right, Isidore; that's right, say 
the word. It fits the man, eyen if it does hurt, ^ 
and I'm going to be the same thing until I die." ./ 

**Would you keep it up, Barney, if you were to 
marry?" 

"I shall never marry now, Izy," was the an- 
swer ; "I only once saw a woman I could love, and 
she is gone, so there is no use of thinking of an* 
other. Oh, Izy, you never saw such eyes." 

'Well, oh me, my," gasped the German, "I 
never thought you were in love." 
' "Not exactly in love, Izy," laughed Branton, 
^but the fire is smoldering; if I could see her 
again I think I should fall directly in love with 
her." 

"And then your business " 

"Ah then ; well, Izy, we won't talk about that; I 
know that she will be my guiding star, even itt 



^ S>ANQER8 OF WORKING QIRL8. 

tills precarious trade, so I might as well love h» 
as such. You know, I^y^^ ai^d Iiere Brantcm 
stopped and looked at the other; ^^do yon know 
I've often thought that I would throw it all to 
the winds if I could find a woman who would love 
me devotedly?'^ 

"They don^t none of them do it,*' ventured Izy, 
letting the smoke from a rank pipe filter up 
through his companion's hair and clothes until 
hegasped: 

"For heaven's sake, Izy, don't smoke on me; if 
you must, here take this cigar." 

Evidently this was what the other wanted, fcr 
he snatched the tobacco in his hands and immedi- 
ately lighted it 

"Now then to business; you go to-night to the 
Dean mansion, and when the old man asks you 
what you want you say a job. Anything will do, 
but butler preferably." 

"I see, I will do whatever you require." 

"Then I shall in some way get in with Mr. 
Dean. You are not to know m^ when I cpme to 
the house." 
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^H>f course not^ serraBts do not »peA to the 
guests of rich men; he, he, ha, ha.'' 

"Don't be a fool, Izy," said the other with dig- 
nity. "There is nothing in me that is aboTe yon. 
Now, remember, try and get in that house and 
the graft will be good." 

"I will, and now good-bye.'' 



That night Mathew Dean was interested with 
the rehearsal of the afternoon's experience. 

"I told him to come and let you thank him, 
uncle dear," said Elsie blushing, "for I believe he 
needs help." 

^^hat was not necessary, Elsie," said Mrs* 
Dean. "You might have given the man ten dol^ 
lars. But never mind if he does come I will see 
him and give It to him. It was kind of him to do 
such a deed, the horses might have been killed.'^ 

Mr. Dean turned to his wife, eyeing her criti- 
cally. She was so different since Elsie had come 
into the house, and not the same woman at all. 

*Why, my dear," said he gently, "it might have 
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been mnth worse ^an that had the "girte beett 
hurt. The horses amoont to nothing." 

The beautiful face flushed and a certain fire 
I leaped into the dark eyes. 

^^To be sure/' said she, ^^I know that, but I was 
thinking chiefly of the horses because you were so 
fond of them." 

"But not fond of them as of Elsie," gravely an- 
swered her husband* 

There was a strained silence for a little while, 
the woman too angry to say much, while Hilda 
was timidly glancing now and then at her little 
friend. 

"Let's go upstairs," whispered Elsie, not so dis- 
creet as Hilda, but before either had an oppor- 
tunity to answer a loud peal at the bell brought 
them all to their feet. 

"There he is now," excitedly shouted Elsie. 

"I will go, my dear," frigidly replied the aunt. 

"But let me speak to him, Karina," said her 
husband, looking hard into the now flashing eyes. 

"Very well then, you may answer the ring 
yourself. He will probably ask the butler for 
you." 
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She Bank gracefoUj into a chair and turned 
her twee toward the fire She did not speak until 
she heard yoices in the hall. 
t 'Qit wa'nt much^ sir/' Hilda heard the German 
f say. *^he little one told me to come^ and as I 
was out of work I thought maybe yon had some- 
thing for me to do. I would do anything honesf 

By this time they were inside the door^ the rich 
man and the German tramp, or at least so 
thought the broker's wife when she saw the 
stranger entar the door. 

He was short, fat and almost under-sized. His 
red hair stood up in little stiff curls, which Hilda 
mentally decided had been wound over a curling 
iron. 

^Mnrell, I don't know just now that I have any 
TTork for you. What do you think, my dear?" 

He had turned to his wife and was asking the 
question. 

Now that he had deigned to ask her and ovw* 
look his niece, she would answ». 

^I hare thought that Vance ought to hare a 
lielper for a long time^" said sh^ '%ut do as you 
please, my dear.*' 
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The magnificent air in which she said theBt 
iwords brought a gnint from the (German. 

**I hope I won't hare to work fer her," thought 
the man, ^Oli, won't it be the devil a-walking 
around to her mufidc^ but I must take it if thqr 
oirerit'' 

^Then, my man^" said the rich broker, '^on 
may stay if yon will bring me a letter from some 
prominent man who will recommend yon.'^ 

Isy'a eyes snapped. 

He knew that Branton wonld write a letter in 
Ma el^ant handwriting that would make the 
broker open his eyes. He would ask him to send' 
it the next day. 

SOy accordingly, when Mr. Dean in two days^ 
time received a letter stating that Isidore Cohen 
was the most capable help that had been in the 
writer's household for many months and always 
proTed the best of help, Mr. Dean hesitated no 
more and sent for Isidore, and soon he waa » 
member of the household. 

Immediately he took a great fancy to Hilda, 
and one evening when he was talking to Branton I 
in their private room he said : 
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^^Tou ought to see that girl who ia there as a 
eoxapanion to Dean's niece. Talk of eyes! Why^ 
man^ she even takes poor Izy's heart oat of his 
body. I wish you could see her." 

^^I wish so^ too/' thoughtfully answered Bran* 
ton^ and he thought it strange that he should im- 
n^ediately get an odor of the river and shudder 
as he.thought of a beautiful girl who had plunged 
into it that dark night. 

^^But I shall neyer see her, Izy, for when I 
Tisit that house I shall go in the dead of nighty 
and that's all there is to it. Now^ tell me how 
the house is laid out" 

This did not take long and soon the crafty fin* 
gers of Branton had a plan made of the Dean resi* 
deuce. 

He and Izy parted about nine a'clock, and 
Braxton took his wa^ to the uptown club. There^ 
was a certain mystery about him that made all 
men like him. He hurried along trying to keep 
the wint» wind from his f ace, and without look- 
ing up he crossed the road and ran into a young 
fellow who struggled against the blow impati- 
ently. 
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'^I'rn sure I beg your pardon, old chap/^ criad 
a^antan, ^'Why, on my life, Kane, is that yon? 
This is a surprise. You don't mean to say that 
you live in New York city ?^' 
/ ^^ranton, could anything be more opportune? 
Why, man, Tve often wondered where you w«?^ 
and how life was dealing with you. Now let me 
tall you something. Gome with me to my club 
and let's talk over old days.'' 

*'Sd I will cheerfully," replied Branton, Har , 
I'm not in the best of spirits just at present" 

Togeth^ they went to the magnificent ston« 
buOding, and Kane O'Hara had but to show hfs . 
card to ent^. 

They had seated themselves closely together in 
a corner and were going over their olden days 
when Branton asked : 

"By the way, what are you doing nowadays?'^ 

'^Why, I am the best detective or so-called in 
New York. I brought to justice those robb^ii 
who took the money from the national bank." 

Branton started and lifted his eyes question- 
ingly. 

''You don't believe that?" asked the other 
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laughing, ^^but nevertheless it is so. You don't 
know what it means to be famous, do you/ old 
man? Why, the morning after, you should have 
seen the papers. How little we know when we 
are in our school days what we are coming to l^ 

"True,'' commented Branton. 

How the thoughts were running through his 
mind ! How incongruous it seemed to him to be 
here talking to the best detective in New York^ 
he, the king of cracksmen ! He had be^i so-called 
by Izy because no one had ever succeeded in find- 
ing him yet. 

At last he looked up and said : 

"Have you ever been unable to catch any one of 
the experts?'' 

O'Hara thought for a moment and then said : 

"Yes, there is one fellow whom I would like to 
get my hands upon. We call him at the office, 
*The King of the Cracksmen.' " 

O'Hara bent over and looked into Branton'.<^ 
eyes. The conscience of the cracksman twinged 
in such a way that he thought O'Hara was eyeing^ 
Mm accusingly. 

"Then," said he, "there is one you cannot find.'^ 
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He had straightened himself up so as not to 
appecir guilty* 

^*Yes," replied CVHara, ^1)ut some of these days 
1 1 shall get my fingers upon him and th^i I shall 
show no mercy." 

*^I believe/' commented Branton, now thor- 
oughly in possession of his nerve^ "I believe he 
always attacks the rich, does he not?'' 

''Yes, that is one peculiarity ; nev^ has he been 
known to rob a man upon the street^ but singles 
oot the richest men in the country and gets their 
valuables and ready cash, but he will make a 
strike some day that will give me a chance and I 
T^'ill be right there, Branton, right there." 

The enthusiasm of the moment had brought 
both men to their feet. Branton closed his eyes 
for an instant, and then said : 

^'And I will help you catch him, O'Hara, if— if 
I happen to be around." 

''There's no danger of that, Branton," laughed 
the detective. ^HSow tell me what occupation you 
* follow." 

Again Branton blew the smoke from his cigar* 
He hardly knew what to say. 
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^^My uncle^ yon see," said he^ looking straiglit 
at (yHara, ^*lett me a fortune, and then I try my 
hand sometimee at — ^well, at law. I like to see its 
workinga'' 

**Yes, I remember," answered Kane, **that you 
always were nimble with your tongue." 

Theire was something of the daring in Branton, 
which came out plainly in his answer, 

^^I have developed more of a nimbleness in my 
fingers," said he, "since you knew me, O'Hara." 

"What, in weaving baskets or the like, or hold- 
ing wool for the ladies to knit? Bo you dance at- 
tendamre upon the sweet creatures as much as 
eve^?" 

Instantly there floated before the young man's 
mind the rirer and the girl standing beside it, and 
with a shudder he remembered how she plunged 
through the opening in the pier and the thud of 
her rapid fall was with him still. 

•*I do not care especially for them as a sex,'' 
said Branton; "maybe because I have not been 
with tiiem enough, but I kno^ one girl whom I 
oould iofe wera I able to find her, but I fear that 
will be Be?er/^ 
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O'fiara waited in yain for the recital of hia 
friend's loye affair, but Branton only pnffed on, 
with no idea of telling it 

^I& she near so that yon conld see her were it 
permittedr 

"No." 

"Then where did yon first get acquainted with 
hcrr 

"I met her one cold night, and happened to do 
her a service. I am too modest to explain what^ 
but I never saw her again/' 

"Oh, a case of knight errant/' laughed the de* 
tective. *What a romance it would be if you 
should meet her sometime. Think you not, old 
man? Have patience. Every dog has his day." 

"So I think," replied Branton, and then again 
their thoughts went to their school days. 

"You belong here to this club as a^'member?'* 
asked Branton later. 

^Yes, have for several years. I know there is 
none other as good in the city." 

"I find the New York Athletic the best I've 
found," explained Branton. "But everyone to 



r BANQBRS OF WORKING OIRLa 49 

!hiB iaate. This is more expensive I sbould think, 
U keep up.'' 

**The most costly in town," replied O'Hara. 
^^Why, we have at least four hundred men who 
can write seven figures in their fortunes." 

''Impossible" ejaculated Branton. **Why, that 
means that you have four hundred millionaires 
here?" 

''Exactly." 

"A nice place to know," muttered Branton, 
and then to himself he added, ''for my business." 

But the detective did not hear, for he was silent 
and went on smoking. 

"There," said he at last, "do you see that man 
walking there? He is a great oil merchant, con- 
nected with the Standard Oil. The one following 
him is a stock broker in Wall Street, a regular 
wizard in winning money." And then as an 
elderly benevolent looking gentleman came to- 
war4 them, O'Hara said in a whisper, "here 
comes a man to whom I will introduce you. I am 
on visiting terms with his family." 

As he said these words the gentleman saw the 
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detaetiye and his friend and, bowing and i 
came their way. 

-^^Mr. Dean/' said O'Bara, '^this is mj friend, 
^ Mr. Branton. Mr. Branton, this is Mr. Math«w 

' Dean,'* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Could anything have been more proTidential 
than the meeting of Mathew Dean? Branton al- 
ways gave thanks to heaven when he made a big 
hanl because he reasoned that a wise providence 
<;onld not countenance that one should have all 
and another nothing, and that it mnst be by some 
higher power that he was enabled to filch money 
by the thousands and take it away without de- 
tection. He rose to his feet as O'Hara introduced 
him and looked keenly at the man before hinu 
He saw a good face, behind which a true heart 
was healing, and for a moment his conscience 
smote him. It always hurt Branton more or less 
to be harsh to some one whom he thought good, 
but the die was cast. Izy was at the residence, 
and he wonld have to do his part 

With this thought in his mind, he grasped the 
liand extended to him. 
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'^Am more thaxi plMMd to meet you^'^ said he^ 
pondering upon the advisability of speaking of 
Izy^ and then he said to himself: 

'TU keep it mom, and if it comes out I can | 
simply say I had forgotten/^ f 

There was some light talk between Branton^ 
O'Hara and Dean, and when the yoimg burglar 
left the club he had an invitation to go to the 
home of the millionaire. 

It was with a hope that he could bring the time 
of the robbery to a climax that he sent for Izy and 
told of his good fortune. 

^^I shall come there this evening to call/' said 
the young man, ^'and if it is possible then the deed 
shall be done with despatch. Now then^ Izy, tell 
me, does the old man leave much money in hia 
safe?" 

"Does he leave much?'^ cried Izy. *^ell, you 
don't need no more than he has often there. Why, 
man, I've seen him take a clean ten thousand out 
of his pocket and put it in that safe.'' 

"And the combination ^^ i 

^^Oh, I'll bring the combination to you 9sxjf. 
time." , 
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'Aft» Izy left BrantoB the yotmg man sat there 
a long time thinking. He wond^ed what his end 
would b^ and th^re was a siekening thought in 
his heart when a pair of appealing eyes flashed 
into his mind. 

^*If I knew where b^% was,'' whispered he, "I 
would throw it all to the winds, and no more ot 
this life for me," and then another thought 
seemed to penetrate his brain : 

**What if she were married?" 

**No, I don't believe it," he replied to his beat- 
ing heart, '^for if she were then why should she 
have been willing to jump from the pi^ if any one 
in all the world loved her?" 



In another part of the city two men were sit* 
ting in an office together; one we remember well 
as the broker Dean, and his good face was wreath- 
ed in smiles. The other was a large dark man, 
with a black beard neatly trimmed in French 
styla His dark crafty looking eyes glanced un- 
easily around, as if he had been in the habit of 
fearing for something. 
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*^ou hare no idea how glad I am to sea jou^ 
Salqra,'' said the millionaire; ^4t is yean since I 
have heard from my dear friend^ Wallace. He 
sent me this letter. When did you sail from 
Indiar 

The other wriggled in his chairi and he knew 
not what to answer, for he wished the man to 
think that he had just arrived. 

''But a short time/' replied he evasively. 

''And welcome you are/' cried the kind-hearted 
broker. 

''Such a welcome I shall never forget," said 
Dr. Salsya, "and if there is anything I can do in 
return I shall be most happy.'' 

"Then we will expect you to our home^" went 
on the broker, "to dinner to-night Bmnember, I 
am going to introduce youlto the most beautiful 
woman in all New York." 

"Ah, your wife?" asked the doctor, with spark- 
ling eyes. 

"Yes, my own dear wife. Strange, she lived in 
your country for some years, but the territory is 
large, and there is no possibility that you might 
have met." 
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^Mo0t probably not,'' replied Salqra as he 
to go. 

There was a firm grip of hands and Uie two 
separated. The one called Dr. Salsrya walked 
hastily from the Wall street district. He did not 
hesitate long, for he knew just the ^ay to go. 
Taking the car at the comar he transferred into 
the Chinese quarter. Then on Pell street he 
•topped. And at the number forly-four he waited.. 

Suddenly he gave two or three short knocks 
and the door flew open. A Chinaman gaTe hin 
entrance. 

''Is Charlie back?'^ he asked roughly. 

The Mongolian shook his head. 

"Ain't here,'' said he. 

''And has he brought any girls in heref ^ 

"Not this morning." 

"Then, what under heavens has the foot beeoK 
doing? He'i& been out three days, and only one^ 
and she none too pretty." 

"Well, I don*t know not'in' Tiout it," granted 
the Chinaman. 

At this juncture the door opened and a sailor^ 
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dreeaed in long bine tronseciBy uriidk his heaA 
drooping, stepped in. 

^'Wbere have yon been, Charlie?'' aaked tike 
doctor. 

"Ont'' 

'TVhat forr' 

''Looking." 

The expresgion npon the rongh face waa more 
like that of a child than a man, but he tnmed 
almost a defiant face toward his master at that 
mom^it. 

'^I ain't going to get any more girls," said he 
crassly. "I hate a-bringing 'em in here fer yon to 
sell into slavery. I had a sist^ once myself." 

"Oh, you did," laughed the doctor. **Yon'll do 
what I tell you to. Now listen, don't you come to 
this place to-morrow without bringing at least 
four beauties." 

"Ain't going to." 

Into the eyes of the doctor crept a IcfOk of 
hatred. He turned upon the sailor. 
^ "You think because you're getting back your 
senses that you can do as you feel lik^ but I say 
that you shall not." 
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Saying this, he walked to the man and plaeed 
]u8 hand upon his head. He poshed with fiendish 
joy his thumb deep into the skull. This caused a 
transformation in the sailor. 

He rose slowly to his feet, the tears dripping 
from his eyes. 

'*Yes, master/' muttered he; *^es, master, any- 
thing you say." 

**Then go liow/' shouted the doctor. 

"Yes, master," and he went. Slowly out of the 
room, sobbing at each step, complete slave of the 
man who was making him his tool, went the 
fiailor, and the doctor burst into a laugh. 

"Oh, he will get his memory back, will he?" 
murmured he between the chuckles; "not if I 
know it. He is too valuable for me to allow him 
to have any scruples. I bet, though," he added as 
lie dropped his head upon his hands, "that he was 
a dandy when he was young and well. But it was 
a good thing for me that he was hurt in the war 
and that bone run into his brain. I have only to 
press its tip farther in to make him more my 
tooL" 
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This seemed to mdMj him, for he laag^ied out 
load and then stopped. 

^But somdiow he makes me think of somdbodj 
I knew once, that sailor. I cannot bring to my 
mind who it is. Bah, what a fool I am! One 
wonld think that I, too, had a bone in my think 
tank.*' 

He went downstairs and looked over senreral 
girls who were weeping in an iron cell which was 
padlocked. 

''What you crying for, beauty ?*' cried he to one 
little blcmde, her face covered with streaking 
tears. 'TTon are too pretty to cry. Gome now, be 
a good girl, and soon I will give yon into the 
hands of the best lover in the world.'* 

He laughed again coarsely as he said this. 

"Oh, God, please, please," cried the girl; "I 
don't like to stay here. Please, I b^ of you, allow 
me to leave and I'll promise to be the best girl ia 
the world. I'll get my father to give you money. 
I cannot stay away from my little mother." 

"Oh, yes, you can," soothed the doctor, coming 
near the cage and looking in. 'TTou will only 
have to beat your pretly wings the harder the 
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tnore angry you get. Nov look at the fury in the 
corner, with the black eyes. Do yon mean to tell 
me that she is satisfied?^ 

Saying this, he ran his cane through the bars 
and poked a girl who was lying close in the cor- 
ner, with her dark eyes fastened upon his face. 
But she did not open her lips, but he saw them 
eurl up in scorn. 

"Why don^t you say something to him, giriy^ 
'demanded the blonde, holding out her hands 
pleading to the one in the comer; "maybe he will 
listen to you. Cannot you think of something 
that will move his awful heart?" 

"I would not b^ him to let me free if I lay 
here until I rotted. I'd consider him like a dog 
or a jackass, the fooL" 

The terrible intense tones rose higher and 
higher as she spoke^ and she rose slowly from her 
position. 
I The doctor's face was distorted with rage. 

"You won't sing that song to-morrow,'' said he 
with an ugly grin. "It will be another tune wh^i 
a loyer holds you in his arms and one whom you ^ 
will hate. Think of that, my proud girl. Come 
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ta thJDk of ity I believe you are the handaomest of 
the bunch. Gome nearer to the edga'' 

Slowly the girl approached the bars and 
brought her face close up to that of the man. 

"You are right pretty if you would get that 
hateful expression from your face/' tantalized 
Sal8ja. ^^Come^ now, and soften up a bit, won't 
youf 

"Yes, I will soften up a bit/' snarled the girl ; 
"well will I soften you," and saying these words^ 
with nimble fingers she i^ushed her hand between 
tbe bars and gathered a handful of flesh in her 
fingers. She then twisted Salsya's face around 
and around and laughed the while. 

With an awful grunt and growl, he tore him* 
BBlf loose and when he looked again she was back 
in the corner sitting like a lioness would when 
ready to leap. 

"Ton fury/' shouted he, **I will make you pay 
for that You shall be sold to the worst man in 
the bunch of buyers and he will torment your life 
|put of you." 

V "Just tell him your experience," said the girl, 
*'and if you should forget^ then will I show him 



DAN0JDRS OF WORKINa GIRLd. ^\ 

^wbdt a girl ean do defending her honor. Don^t 
yon ever try to put your hands upon me again, for 
if you do I will scratch your eyes out I wish now 
I had done that Oh, girls, look at that face, at 
the blood running down his cheeios. I wish I'd \ 
killed him, for he deserves it" 

Her temper was at such a point that again she 
went to the bars and tried to get at him, but the 
doctor moved away with imprecations upon his 
lips. 

'^I don't see how you dared to do that," cried 
the blonde. '^It was as much as your life was 
worth. The attendants say here that he is dread- 
fully vindictive and maybe he will try to get 
even." 

"Let him try," answered the black-eyed fury; 
"just let him try. I'll make him sorry if he tries 
any of his shindigs upon me. I can always bite, 
and I would stop at nothing. I'll bet right now 
that he does not forget that he laughed at one of 
his victims." 

Dr. Salsya went to his room, in which he rested 
when at the den, and looked into the mirror. ? 

"Heavens, what a devil!" cried he. "I'll get 
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her into a place where she will beg for mercj 
from me. My, how her eyes biased. I could 
alniosl love a girl like that, only not sha I could 
not help but think of Hilda when she was raging- 
It sa^iiH^d almost as if I could hear the girl rating 
irie for [:eeping her a prisoner. I wonder if it will 
ever be my fate to see her again. I wish to heavef 
I couhl forget her. She was the light of my eycb 
when friends with me, but the moment I mention- 
mi Jove, then what a fury she became. I wonder 
w hoip Jvarina is. There is the only womian in the 
woiM who ever really loved me." 

lir? was evidently thinking deeply, for he did 
not mdlce the blood as it dripped from the 
sera tf lies upon his faca 

*MjOf>k at that now," said he, at last lifting his 
hea<!> 'a nice-looking face I shall have to present 
myself to-night at Dean's. It's good I brought 
that let ter. I could never have gotten into sUch 
a hou.ne without something. Wouldn't Wallace 
be mad if he knew that I used his name without 
hi Si authority ! But before he finds out the truth 
I shall be far away from here. I don't think I 
sLould ever have come to this place if it had not 
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l^een for Hilda. She is the one thing tiiat draws 
me from myself. I can never love another 
woman,'* 

1 That night it seemed as if fate were playing a 
game, for gathered in the same house were char- 
acters figuring in each other's lives and making 
situations good enough for a novel. But, strange 
as it may seem, truth is often stranger than 
fiction. 



Mr. Dean came home with a smiling face. He 
sat down at the table a little late. Elsie and 
Hilda were sitting close together. They were 
whispering softly as the mild-eyed butler gath- 
ered up the plates and walked out. In bustled 
Izy with ice water and placed the silver pitcher 
upon the table. 

Izy had become a fixture in the house, and he 
went from the dining room to the kitchen^ where 
I he was met by a woman with exceedingly red 
hair. 

^^Ah, Ann/' cried he, ^^u should see hew pnrtx 
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those girls look to-night. I nerer did see tbe 
likes. There is only one other girl in the worl€ 
sweeter to me than they are.^^ 

The ponderous form turned around, and the 
blue eyes snapped at the German. 

*^\nd who might she be, pray?'' 

"Your own dear self, Ann," cried Izy. "Oh, I 
love you and there is no use denying if 

1 "or a moment the woman did not reply, then 
5=he gathered her forces together. 

* Look a-here, Izy Cohen, I don't have much 
faith in Jews. But there is somepin quite takin' 
ubnut you. Now don't you think you can fool 
with me. If you're in earnest then we will get 
nuirried and you will be happy with your Ann, 
^iit don't you think you can fool with me." 

Just then the loud ring of the dining room bell 
made it necessary for the German to rush away. 
U*^ gasped for breath as he took himself hastily 
u{t the^*«taira Get married! Why, he did not 
^ ant to marry, for to marry was to lose liberty, 
but to love was different! Ah, Ann had him, for^ 
B II rely had he told her that he loved her. I 
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He walked demurely into the dining room, and 
answered the summons. 

"My, I don't dare to go back to that woman,*^ 
muttered he, "and I'll just hang around hCTe 
until I know that she has gone from the kitchen. 
Lord, I'll be glad to get out of this place. When 
Mr. Branton says the word I'll be ready to leave 
this house." 

He waited about for a long time until he saw 
the family come out from the dining room ; then 
he went in to his duties. 

"Say, Izy," began Elsie, who had not yet gone^ 
"I heard that you and Ann were sweet on each 
other. You want to be careful of her. She used 
to be in a circus." 

Izy lifted his ears in a characteristic manner* 

"In a what?" muttered he. "In a circus, you 
say? Then, my heavens, I'm a dead man," 

"Oh, yes," went on Elsie, without heeding this 
last ejaculation, "she used to break an iron bar 
with her two hands, and could walk up stairs 
with four men on her shoulders." 

Elsie was saying this in a very spectral voice, 
tod her eyes were dancing with joy. She could 
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4 
think t>t nothing awful enough to add to peor 

Izy's misery. Had he not just told this strong 

woman in the kitchen that he loved her? Loved 

herj bah ! Why, she was more like a man th£tn a 

\ woman, and he could not take her to his heart. 

Then what should he do? 

Elsie was still speaking. 

*Klh, they say there is nothing she cannot lift 

**0h. Miss Elsie, don't tell me nothing else; I^m 
goi ng to die as it is." 

**Not quite sp bad as that, Izy,'* laughed the 
girl, "but I thought I would warn you.'' 

Before they could say another word a loud ring 
at the bell caused them to stop. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Hilda had taken up a book and was sitting in 
the library reading. She heard voices in the hall. 

"Ah, so you are Mr. Branton, a friend of my 
husband's? Well, do come into the resting room 
and have a cup of coffee.'^ 

"I thank you, Mrs. Dean,^^ said a voice that 
made Hilda Murivale rise to her feet. She stood 
still, the blood rushing into her face, and then re- 
ceding and leaving it pale. 

"Ah, that voice," murmured she; "oh, where 
have I heard it before? I want to get a look at 
his face.'^ 

But this was impossible, for the speakers had 
passed on, and the girl was left where she was 
istanding. She sat down again. 
^ "What a fool I was,^' soliloquized she, "a veri- 
table fool, for it could no more be my rescuer thaa 
it could be the President. There now, little silly, 
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be ^sensible and see to it tbat you are not letting 
your face betray you in case it should be he." 

At the table she heard her employer say that 
there was to be as company a man who was a ^ 
friend of a friend of his. - 

^^Why, it's strange/* Mr. Dean had said, "that 
I cannot remember his name. Never mind, I will 
ask him when he comes." 

So even his wife, the woman from India, was 
unprepared for the shock which was to come to 
her^ unprepared for the strange turn of the wheel 
of fate. 

Mrs. Dean always made it a practice to enter- 
tain her husband's guests with all royalty. She 
never allowed th^i to go away without the best 
opinion of her hospitality, so that when young 
Jlr. Branton was announced and she apologized 
for her husband's absence, saying tbat he was 
taking a nap, she asked that he would come with 
her to try a cup of their famous Indian cofifee. 

She left him fitting talking with Elsie while 
she went back to see who had just rung the bell. ^ 
She asked Izy to bring the visitor into tiie parlor f 
and she would be there. 
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little thinking who might stand bdfore her^ she 

raised her ^es at the sound of f ootsteps, and the 

room commenced.to whirl around, and she was in 

. the presence of a man who had made the greatest 

* impression upon her life. 

Then she raised her heiad slowly and gasped, 
^Tou, how dared you come here?'^ 

'^ came upon Mr. Dean's invitation," was the 
answer, and Dr. Saliva bent low to her question 
with a amile upon his face. No matter if a man 
is tired of a woman he never likes to think that 
she is no longer in love with him. And this dark 
Indian doctor need have no fear about the woman 
near him. Her eyes devoured hiB face, while her 
hand upon her side tried to quiet a beating heart 

^^Then you know my husband?" said she in a 
low tone. ^ 

^Tes, slightly, Earina, but only to-day. I 
brought him a letter from a mutual friend in 
India." 

^^Ah, I remtmber hearing him speak about yen, 
i but he had forgotten your name. Heavens, I can- 
^ not realize that I am standing in the presence of 
the man who so cruelly wronged me." 
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"Forgive me, Karina," cried Salsya, with some- 
thing of the dog in the manger manner. He did 
jnot loye her himself, and he did not want anyone 
'else to. This rich broker now seemed to loom up 
before him as a possible suitor, the doctor fearing 
that in this first moment the woman really felt 
different from what she demonstrated. He want- 
ed Karina to help him in certain things. What a 
yaluable aid, added to Charlie, she would be. 

*'Porgiveyou?^ hesitated she; **forgive you for 
the words you said to me? Oh, it seems impossi- 
ble. If I had any pride left I would not even 
hesitate over it But I have not, I am sure. But, 
Salsya, have you missed me much?^ 

"Much?'* asked the man, playing a part; 
"much, there are no words to explain how miteh* 
I followed you to America." 

With one great cry she fell upon his breast. 
Heaven could not offer her such bliss as she re- 
ceived from this man. He still loved h«r, and had 
her rich husband been there she would have acted 
no different, for the slumbering passion seemed 
to consume her, and she ceased to remember that 
there was such a thing in the world as ties more 



DANGERS OF WORKING GIRLS. 7|^ 

sacred than those which had loomed up afresh ta 
lure her from the path of duty. All the old loye 
she had ever had for this man now rushed over 
her. 

"Sweetheart, heart of my heart, my lover and 
friend,'^ murmured she, "I have never known joy 
b^ore. I have not lived one day without you that 
I did not r€^et that I lived, but to-night I can 
breathe again, and know that you love me. Oh, 
God, I love you better than life> better than my 
eternal happiness, and may God fprgive you if 
you ever turn from me again." 

She raised her voice as she said these words. 

"Hush, sweet," said the man, himself feeling a 
wave of the emotion that thrilled her. ^*We are 
together now, and you need worry no more. I 
love you, and if you say so then you may go with 
me. I have a gigantic enterprise on hand and 
you may help me.'^ 

**Ah, my love, will I go? Will I raise the cup 
of happiness to my lips and then with my own 
hands dash it to the ground? Don't you worry. 
I will go with you when you say the word." ' 

[ "Then I say for you to come to-night" 
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A sound in the hall made them both keep 
silent. It was Izy waiting npon the door. An- 
other visitor entered, but Mr. Dean had arisen 
[ from his nap ready to see his friends. 

"Glad to see you, O'Hara," cried Dean. 'Ton 
will find your friend Branton here. He is a splen- 
did fellow.'* 

, "Yes, I alwayd liked him in collie. You see 
♦ he was my chum/' 

O'Hara was taking off his coat as he said this. 

"Oome into the parlor. Ah, my dear, I did not 
know that you were here,*' and as the second oc- 
cupant in the room came forward he exclaimed, 
"and you, too; let me see, what did you say your 
name was? I forgot it — ^Doctor '' 

"SaJsya, Salsya." 

"Oh, yes; my darling, let me introduce you to a 
friend of old Wallace's; you remember him, and 
this good doctor has come to be our guest for a 
little while.'' 

The consummate actress lifted her eyes and 
held out her hand. "The doctor and I have been 
talking together, and we are quite well acquaints 
ed with each other." 
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The good broker did not notice that hig wiMnfm 
face grew a warmer pink, or that she waa tren* 
Wing- 

% ^Yesy truly yon told me to-day that she waa 
t beaatiful. Let me do liomage to the most beanti- 
fal woman in New York.^* 

UTS. Dean bowed, and with her hand in that of 
bear husband sank down upon the divan. 

^t is so pleasant to hare friends to see one," 
said she when she could get her breath; ''I am 
happy to-night." 

^And th^re is nothing in the world that makes 
me as contented as to hear you say that, darling," 
said Dean. 

The woman drew her hand away in a pretence 
ef wanting her handkerchief. She could not now 
stand to be petted by Dean while she was in the 
l^res^ce of this man whom she had loTed for 
years. 

^I love her so," explained Dean to his visitors; 
^Wte is the very apple of my eye." 

Mra. Dean turned impatiently away. She 
imnted no love words now from any man but this 
This Indian doctor, who had come again 
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into her life> was from now on to be her idol. She 
cared nothing as to his poverty. She cared not 
if he was as poor as the poorest in the world. She 
wonld rob her hnsband, her benefactor, for him. 
inhere was nothing she would not do for him. 

She was sitting in a dream of bliss, in a trance 
and spell of happiness, which she had never 
5 known before. 

As the talk went on she still dreamed and wove 
in the air fancies which gave her exquisite pleas- 
ure. 
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In the library Elsie was excusing herself and 
asking Branton if he would mind staying alone 
while she ran upstairs. 

As she asked this Branton smiled as he thought 
of the lame child running. 

"Of course," said he; *1'11 amuse myself with 
these pictures." 

Elsie ran into Hilda, who was coming from the 
library. i 

"Oh, darling," cried the lame girl, "will you go 
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into the resting room and entertain one of uncle's 
guests, because he is there alone? Just tell him 
who you are." 

Hilda had gotten oyer her shock and had made 
up her mind that she was mistaken in the voice '^ 
that she heard, and she ran into the room and 
stood blushing before the very man who rescued 
her from the river. 

He was sitting at the table with his hands rest*^ 
ing upon a pictured paper when he heard a noise» 
Was it a beautiful apparition that stood before 
him? The same eyes which had haunted him for 
months? 

"Why, why, oh, I thought I heard your voice. 
Oh, I — ^tiave wanted to see you so very much.'' 

The man had risen to his feet and was taking 
hold of her hands. 

"And I, child, have sought for you since that 
terrible night. Where have you been?'' 

"Trying to live, since you have given me a 

chance to. Oh, Mr. — Mr. Tell me who you 

are!" 

"Branton." 

"Mr. Branton, I want to tell you how much I 
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now value my life^ and how thankful I am to you 
that you saved me.'' 

She disengaged her hands from his^ and was 
panting out her gratitude to him. 

^^And I am thankful to see you again. Little 
woman^ as I told you before, life is well worth 
living/' 

"I have found it out since I came here to liv^" 
answered the girl, looking about the handsomely 
furnished room. ^'You cannot imagine how lovely 
everybody is to me." 

"There is nothing you d(0 not deserve child/' 
replied Branton. While in fact there were not so 
many years between their ages as one would 
think, yet she looked so dreadfully childish stand- 
ing there in the little blue dresi^ the very color 
he always liked. 

He felt a sudden desire to take her in his arms 
and lift her completely into his life, but what 
would she think of the awful way he earned his 
living? Never before since those days when he 
had no money at all and had reasoned out that 
the world had owed him a living one way or an- 
other, and decided upon his own way, had he let 
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it enter l^is mind that he was doing anything 
^wrong, and not nntil now did he bare his soul 
before this questioning innocent girl and saw 
bimself in all his guilt 

^^Elsie wants me always to live with her/* said 
she, sinking down into a seat, "but sometime I 
um going away and into business for myself/' 
"And pray, what do you wish to do?'' 
"I thought of opening a eichool for little chil- 
dren. You know, where I can be with children 
who will love me. I am devoted to babies." 

She said this without the least desire to make 
an impression apd his heart thrilled as be heard 
the words. 

How he would love to offer her a home, one in 
which he could have little children of his own, 
and hers, too — little feet to patter their way 
into his heart. It was the first real desire he had 
ever had for a child of his own. Always ready to 
place his arms about a child that might come in 
kis way, but to really have his heart flutter at the 
ithought of one of his own, it never had. I 

The sound of voices in the outer hall brought f 
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tixem both to their feet Mrs. Dean had entered 
the room. 

"Ah, yon have known each other before?*' said 
she, looking searchingly from one to the other. 

"And I am happy to say yes," answered Barney 
Branton, lifting Hilda's hand to his lips. 

"I met Mr. Branton last fall," ventured Hilda. 
And that waa all that was then said. 

But Mrs. Dean did not forget that these two 
were earnestly talking when she came into the 
room. In reality, she was seeking a place where 
she might take Salsya alone that they might talk 
and make arrangements. The man was delighted 
that she had married a wealthy man. It only 
made it impossible for her to insist upon mar- 
riage with him, for he made up his mind that 
nothing should tempt him to place a wedding 
ring upon that woman's finger. Hilda Murivale, 
wherever she might be in all the broad earth, was 
the one woman he intended to marry, and no one 
else, but the woman now looking into Branton's 
eyes did not know this. Literally she had be^ 
lieved that Sal&fya had followed her to New York, 
The thought had filled her with delight. Nothing 
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HOW could make her aught but happy. No more 

the thought of her husband came into her mind. 

He was but a figure in her life anyway, while this 

I man, this dark passionate man, was her day star 

* and hope. 

Hilda arose and asked to be excused, her eyes 
telling Barney that she would see him again. 

Mrs. Dean also arose and said: "Won't you 
<jome into the parlor? Mr. Dean is there with 
your friend, the detective, and they would like 
you to join them in cigars.'* 

This young man would much rather have re- 
mained alone to think, to ponder over his good 
fortune and to make plans for the future. But 
Dean was his host, so he strolled away into the 
room and sat down, after being introduced to the 
doctor. The two men looked at each other, and 
little realized that they were to cross each other's 
paths in deadly hatred, and all over the love of a 
slender girl, loving only the young burglar. 
Hilda flew to her room. Elsie was just appear- 
f ing from her own boudoir. 
1 **Oh, come in with me, Elsit,'' gasped Hilda, 



so DANOBRS OF WORiaNa GIRLS. 

^^until I tell you. Who do you think tliafc 
Bran ton is?" 

^^I don't know/' said Elfiie, her eyes growipg 
larger with eagerness. 

"My hero who saved me from the river. My' 
friend, and the one who gave me the hundred dol- 
lars/' 

"My, how romantic,'' sighed Elsie as she eorled 
her little lame foot under her. "Did he know yoa 
first?" 

"I guess it was together," sfi.id Hilda, "and yoa 
don't know how lovely he is. Oh, I wish that yon 
might know him." 

"Why, I did talk with him a whole hour. T 
think he is perfectly lovely. And — oh, Hilda^ 
when you get married, may I not stay a part of 
the time with you? It would be unendurable here 
witl^ Aunt Kariiiia, without you." 

"Oh, but I'm not going to marry him, Elsie, yott 
silly; maybe he is already married." 

"Oh, I hope not, for that will take all the ro- 
mance out of it. Do tell me all he said.'' 

Between blushed and sighs the young girl told 
her friend jui^t what passed between her and 
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Branton. But she failed to explain about the 
loyelom looks that came from the yoiing man and 
entered her soul and set her pulses to throbbing. 



"Come in here/' whispered Mrs. Dean ^s she 
drew the Indian doctor after her into the dark- 
ened conservatory. "I choose this ]{)lace/' she 
added, "so that no one can come upon us without 
our seeing them. They only come in through the 
resting room." 

"You are as thoughtful as ever/' said the doc- 
tor. "Now tell me how you came to get into such 
easy places." 

"After you left me," began the woman, and be- 
fore she could finish the man had drawn her to 
liim and imprinted a kiss upon her lips. 

"Don't mention that time when I acted like a 
cad. I had more trouble than you can imagine. 
There now, go on from the time you entered this 
city." \ 

The pressure of his hands upoii her face sent I 
the blood flying to her heart, and she thought she 
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was going to lose her mind, the ecstasy was 0Qf 
great. 

"I simply met Mr. Dean on my way o^er," ex* 
p plained she when she could get her breath, ''and 
\ he asked me to marry him. I told him that I was 
a widow, and he believed it." 

"Simple old soul," commented the doctor. 

''And as good to me as gold," sighed Karina. 
"I do not know why I do not love him." 

"Because you love me, sweet," said Salsya, not 
wishing her to get into a mood of repentance; "a 
woman cannot love two men at the same time." 

"Aye, darling, because I love you, and I have 
never known another love in the world. But you, 
my lord, my master, my all, you have but to com- 
mand, and I will obey." 

'^Then, by the love you bear me, I<:ommand yon 
to come with me to-night, to throw away all your 
past with him, and henceforth live for me alone." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Thby made their arrangements in the dark, 
only the sweet-smelling flowers to look on, and 
once in a while a twitter of a bird in the branches 
of the ferns to hear. 

Karina was to leave her room at midnight, bnt 

l)efore going there was to leave the ont« window 

' open. Salfitya was to c6me after her and also get 

into the safe to get whatever monej might be 

thera 

"Does he bring much money home with him?*^ 
asked the doctor in a low tone. 

"There is five thousand dollars in there now/' 
answered Earina. 

The Indian's eyes glistened. 

"Then we will have that as your portion/' said 
he, smiling. 

"I could get much more if you would wait,'* 
hesitated Earina. 



g4 DAN^BRB OF WORKINO CORLS. 

'^I will not wai V s^d the doctor, and then to 
farther add to the woman's delight, he said : ^^ You 
have been with him long enoi^h. > I clium yo« 
iron! now on.*' I 

Bnch words to such a woman as Earina Deav 
was the delight of her soul. Her passive life with 
her husband had floated away like a white cloui 
upon a clear day. 

"Then we will take my jewels and all the silver 
that we can carry. Oh, Salsya^ we will be so 
happy after our long separation. I know heaven 
led you to me^ and I shall never leave you again/'; 

If she had been able to look into the future and 
seen the trouble which this man was to make for 
her, the bitter trouble which would cost her more 
than her lifl^ she would have hesitated before 
going to .the point of robbing her husband and 
leaving the shelter of his love. 



In another room Izy was fussing about witb 
certain thii^s which were really not his business^ 
but he wanted a word with Pranton, and the time 
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came when Dean arose and asked O'Hara to come 
with him, that he wanted to talk about the rob- 
hmes in the neighborhood. 

^^ill jou come, Branton?" a«ke4 tlie rich 
man* ^^The fact ia I wanted to confide my fears 
to Mr. O'Hara before my wife cornea and de- 
mands that we lerpend our time with the ladies. 
There is a dangerons fellow abroad. They say no 
one is as clever as he. I wonid to heaven he^d try; 
in this house and I would be able to give him a 
dose of cold lead.'' 

*^Don't worry, Mr. Dean," urged the detectime- 
^This king of the cracksm^i will not always be at 
large. He is the only one working his methods. 
Decidedly clever, that chap." 

Branton rose, and with the same spirit of dar- 
ing burst into a laugh. ^^It is not hard to take 
money aud jewels from some people," said he. 
^'Now, O'Hara, what if I should say to you that 
jou had lost your diamond pin?" 

^^I should say that you were mistaken," laugk- 
«d O'Hara, putting his hand up to his tie, and 
then he started back. ''By (Jeoi^ I have lo«t ft» 
Have you found it, Branton r' 
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"Yes, I took it out of your tie when you did not 
know it, when I heard you brag what you were 
going to do to this — this — ^king of the cracksmen. 
I wondered if you knew what it was to haye a 
thing stolen under your nose.'^ 

"I — I — ^well, old fellow, you really did get the 
best of me. I am surprised. Now then, how 
under the blue sky did you get that fr<»n me?" 

"Took it, that is all,'' said Branton, "the same 
time I took Mr. Dean's watch. I wondered why 
he did not put cold lead into the burglar." 

Branton had done it all in a spirit of bravado. 
He wanted to see what these men would say when 
he showed them what he could do. 

They looked first from one to the other, and 
O'Hara being the first to get his breath, said : 

"Well, I must say, old fellow, you are all right ; 
what fun it is to do those sleight-of-hand tricks!" 

Branton stared. ^TDo you think that sleight- 
of-hand tricks, O'Hdra?" 

"I don't," stoutly spoke up Dean; "I think it 
downright light-fingered." 

"You are nearer right than Kane, Mr. Dean^^ 
and I think you know the meaning of words." 
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They laughed it ofif, but O^Hara afterward 
tcould not but remember just that little incident 
nrhich had at the time seemed trivial. 

Izy came into the room after he saw the young 
man alone. 

*'Going to do it to-night, master?*' asked he. 

'TTes, of course." 

This without his even looking up from his 
jpaper. 

"Then I shall be ready after the family have 
gone to bed^ and, look here, boss, I 4on't want to 
stay here in this house after to-morrow, for there 
1^11 be a woman after me if I do,'' and under his 
breath he related the experience he had had with 
Ann and what Elsie had said about her. 

"Now where would I be, kind sir," asked Izy, 
making a deep bow before Branton, "if a woman 
who could carry four men upstairs in her arms 
should get after me?" 

"There would be little left of you, Izy," replied^ 
Branton. "There now, go and don't show up. 
until you know that I want you." 

For a long time Branton sat with his face in 
Ids hands, absolutely alone. The only sound he 
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could hear was a rumble of voices in fhe distan^e^ 
and once in a while he heard O'Hara laugh. 

"I have seen her, my little girl whom I have 
claimed so long as my own. My ideal girl, if she 
did try to kill herself. My sweetest of maidens, 
what have I done, made a barrier between us that 
I cannot break down? I love you, Hilda Muri- 
vale." 

He still kept his face in his hands. There was 
a silence which weighed heavily upon him. 

"I will never steal another penny,*' said he to 
himself with firmness. ^^I shall be a good man^ 
^ne that can take the hand of that woman and teli 
her that I love her. Oh, I do love her. There, 
now, I've gone and fallen in love, just as I feared. 
But I'll have to keep my appointment with Izy, 
for he will leave the door open and expect me." 

Go the night wore on until Mr. Dean went ta 
look for his wife. She was waiting for him upon 
the landing at the top of the stairs. Just having^ 
left her lover's arms, she was on the point of com- 
ing to Dean when he met her. 

**How beautiful you look to-night, lovc^" said 
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be, looking into her spajdUJbg eyes; ^^I hay% : 
seen you so beantifal.'' 

"Because I am kappy,^ Veplied she; ^^lA, m 
happy." 

Almost on the ere of leaving him, she could 
flaunt her happiness in his face, and he, poor 
man, congratulated himself that he was the cause 
of her red cheeks and sparkling eyes. 

Aft«p they were in their room Mr. Dean kisssed 
his pretty wife good-night. She bKathed hard 
when he told her to sleep well and to wake up in 
the morning as happy as she then was. 

How many times in the future, after the events 
of that terrible night had passed, did she wish' 
that she had her husband with her. But now hex* 
heart was so filled with passion for another that 
nothing he said seemed good to her. 

Everything seemed so quiet in the house. Mr. 
Dean had taken a final farewell of all his friends, 
and O'Hara and Branton had gone out together. 
The Indian had taken an effusive farewell. 
I Mrs. Dean did not undress. She simply slipped 
^ her fine dress oflf and placed upon herself a com- 
moner one, and then sped to the resting room, of 
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trhich she opened the window leading to the 
porch. She had not been gone but a mom^it 
when Izy slipped in and started to unfasten the 
window, when to his surprise it slipped in his 
fingers and it stood open before him. He grunted 
and went away. 

The time that elapsed between Mrs. Dean goings 
and Izy's coming was about the same when a 
young girlish figure stepped from the library into 
the room. Gibe did not glance toward the window^ 
but went on to the book shelf. 

Suddenly looking up she saw before her horri- 
fied eyes the dark face of the Indian rising out of 
the darkness of the night The man was Altering 
the window. 

He had seen the girl even before she saw him. 
Hilda was about to open her lips to scream when 
she heard Dr. Salsya say : 

"Speak not, for I have come to talk to you. Lis- 
ten, you have struggled against my love for a 
long time. To-day I located you, and now you 
will come with me.'^ 

The man had forgotten the passicmate woman 
up in the dimly lighted room waiting with bated 
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breath the signal for her to come to him, forgot- 
ten that in the safe were valuables which he had 
come after. Everything had gone from his mind 
but the fact that Hilda, his little love, the girl he 
had followed over the ocean, was here with him, 
and that he loved her. Never more should she 
leave him, never more fly from his arms. 

"How dare you come after me," said the girl, 
BOW mustering courage to speak; ^^how dare you, 
when you know that I know that you killed my 
father just to get your vile hands upon me. I 
hate you, you may kill me, but I shall not go with 
you." 

"And I say that you shall, now; do you hear? 
Don't tamper with me, girl, for you have no 
friends who will keep you from me. Listen, you 
are to go with me now." 

Hilda looked from side to sida What a fool 
she was to come after that book — oh, if Elsie were 
only there. 

Hardly had these words dropped from the 
man's lips before another figure appeared at the 
door. The man saw that it was Karina, and she 
had not yet seen the girl. Here was Hilda's 
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cbance. She faded away like a spirit into (te^ 
conservatory, the man being too much of a coif* 
ard to let the older woman see his passion for her 
servant 

Salsya had told the girl a lia He had not 
tracked her there, neither did he know that she 
was in the house, bnt with all his usual nerve he 
had stood up and contended that it was fior ber 
he had come. 

"Ah," he whispered slowly, *'you were prompt 
sweetheart; I knew that I could rely upon yon. 
My honey sweet, what is your advice?'^ 

The woman's face was white as deatii. She 
could have sworn that she heard voices, heard a 
slight whisper just as she had entered the door^ 
also noticed a shadow as something disappeareoL 

But the man was so suave that in a moment shflr 
had r^ained her self-control and was leaninff 
upon his breast. 

It seemed as if the whole world were in evi- 
dence, for just as they were bending over the safe 
another head appeared at the window. A fti^ra 
covered with a dark mask crept closer and elosev 
until a manly form sprang into the window^ ] 
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Barney Branton had made up his mind not to 
steal this money, but he had no idea of allowing 
any one else to get it, even if it were the lover of 
the rich man's wife. This he realized in an in- 
stant as soon as he saw who the man was. 

The money and jewels were out on the table. 
He had his revolver leveled at the doctor. 

His face was still covered, and he said in a low^ 
intense tone: 

"You will please put that money back where 
J'ou got it from." 

Both the man and the woman turned and stood 
paralyzed. 

"Put it back, I say, money robber and wife 
snatcher.'' 

Slowly the money was replaced back into the 
safe. 

"Now, madam," cried Branton, "you go to your 
room and thank God that you have been saved the 
shame and disgrace of being with a man who 
would not only take a man's money but his wife," 

The woman's eyes filled with hate and fira Wa« 
she going to be baffled in this her hour of tri- i 
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umph? Was she going to lose the happiness 
which was to come to her only through her lov«r? 

Without a word she turned and fled and Bran- 
ton sat down by the conservatory door. He still 
held his weapon close to the face of the man. 

"Now, tell me, sir,*' said he, **what you intend 
to do." 

The Indian watched him narrowly. His lips 
looked like the pages of a sealed book. He had 
no words to say. 

"Are you going to answer me?'^ 

Threateningly the revolver was raised a little 
higher. 

"I think words are not needed," said the Indian 
in a low voice. "It is evident what I was going ta 
do^ The money and the wife." 

But before Branton could answer to this he 
felt a little rush of air and then a swift descend- 
ing blow and he knew no more. 



As Earlna heard the word which dealt her a 
death blow she stopped for a moment. She 
thought there was something familiar in the 
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Toice of tke man, but who it was she could not 
tell, only she knew that he was tall and with a 
handsome form. She heard his command and sud- 
denly a thought flashed into her mind. She had 
on butismalltslipperSy so soft that they might not 
make a noise when she ascended and descended 
the stairs. She made a desperate dash for the 
door and was gone. But if Brantoa thought she 
had gone to her husband he was mistaken. She 
ran around to the private passage and opened the 
conservatory door and brought a large piece of 
pipe down upon the head of the young fellow 
who was covering Dr. Salsya with a revolver. 

"I've done for him," said she in a low tone, "and 
now to see who he is. Ah, I thought I knew who 
he was, that Branton, and I took his hand in mine 
and bade him welcome* Ah^ sweetheart, you are 
not hurt?" 

"No, and you are a Krave woman. Listen, I 
hear footsteps." 

The footsteps proved to be Mathew Dean, and 
he was coming down the staini, hearing what he 
thought a racket in the room below him. 

"Karina^" gasped he, "what are yov doing 
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hmeeV* He was upon tbe seefte bilore the two 
people knew it What wss there to do but for 
Salsya to press the trigger of 3ranton's revolyer 
and put an end to a loving old man. If he had 
not then there would have been an end to the 
woman anyway. She would have had none of the 
money, while now at least her one-third would be 
hers. 

"You have killed him, darling,'* murmured 
Mrs. Dean, 'billed him sure, and you will go now 
quickly. Don't you see that the servants will 
soon know, and I shall lay the blame upon him?'' 
and she pointed her white finger at the swooning 
Branton. 

The doctor, like Hilda before him, faded away^ 
and the woman was left with the dead man and 
the burglar regaining his consciousness. 

Then Karina Dean gave a fearful scream. 
Everyone in the house ran to her assistance. 
There was Branton, with his brains whirling, and 
the dead broker, and Izy jibbering out his con- 
cern at coming too late to help his friend. The 
scene spoke for itself. No one seemed to doubt 
the hysterical statement. 
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Branton was taken from the chair to the 
prison. He had the charge of wilful murder laid 
at his door^ and for many days he lay trying to 
regain his conscious mind that he niight realize^ 
what was coming to him. ^ 



When the situation was made known to Elsie 
and Hilda they both indignantly denied that Bar* 
ney had had anything to do with the murder, but 
when M^rs. Desai asked them what he was doing 
there in her house at that time of the night they 
had nothing to say. 

Sal^a called at the house of mourning, no one 
but the woman knowing that he was there the 
night before. 

"Sweetheart/^ murmured she, *^now I am going 
to bring to you a fortune, providing one thing, 
and that is that the entire money, with the excep- 
tion of my one-third, is left to Elsie, and if she 
dies then I shall get the whole affair.'^ 

"Then we will see if the child cannot enter 
upon her eternal 6leep very soon,'' laugihed the 
doctor^ but speaking in an undertone. 
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Through the day many people came and ofto^ 

their sympathy to the widow, but she aaked to be 

excused to all but the Indian doctor, and while 

^ they were in their room making plans for the 

future there was a conversation held like this : 

"Listen, Karina, have you a girl in this house 
by the name of Murivale?" 

The woman looked quickly at the man. Love 
is ever jealous of a rival, especially if that rival 
be a beautiful young girl. 

*^Elsie has a maid by that name," said she. 

"Then you must get rid of her," said the doctor. 
**She has evidence against me and knows that I 
was in the house last night. I also gave her father 
a sleeping potion which sent him where I am 
going to send Elsie." 

"And Mathew," replied Karina. 

"Now that's bad taste to mention that, Ka- 
rina," said the doctor, "but, never mind, I want 
' you to help me get this girl into my hands^ that I 
might deal with her as I see best.^^ 

"You do not love her?" asked Mr». Dean, her 
^6B flashing and sparkling like diamonda.^ 

"No, fool, but she knows enough to pat am in 
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the Tombs^ and not only that but could have me 
«ent to the chair. You do not care for my wel- 
fare/' 

"Indeed I do, darling. Forgive me If I am a 
little jealous, but I have you so little with me 
that I wonder if I can ever be like other women, 
and let you go from me without worrying.'' 

"Love is always that way," replied the man, 
thinking of the torture he was now undergoing 
about Hilda. Why could he not love this woman 
with him, who cared for him so much? 



Downstairs there was being held a council of 
war. Poor Izy had gone that morning. Ann 
knew not where, but there were tears in her eyes 
when she told Hilda how faithless men were, and, 
said she : "If I ever get my hands upon him then 
will I wipe the earth up with him. Why, he 
fooled with my affections, and any woman ought 
not to stand that." 
t "So they ought not," growled the under cook, 
but Hilda and Elsie were not interested in Izy. 
They wanted to know what they were going to do. 
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and Elsie had beard just a few words between 
her aunt and the Indian doctor and Hilda had 
told her that he was there when the murder was 
committed, and so there must be something done. -^ 

"Now, Ann, what are we going to do? AuBtie* 
owns this house, and I cannot make her leave it. 
Think of it, dear, I know that you hate to leave 
here, but won't you come with Hilda and me until 
uncle's will is settled, and then we will know just 
what to do? Auntie tried to make me believe that 
uncle had left me nothing, but I know better, for 
he made me promise that I would tell no one and 
then he said that he had made me his heir and 
that the will was made." 

**Won't you please com^ Ann?" 

The woman thought a moment^ and then Hilda 
added her entreaties. 

"That man upstairs, of whom I am 00 deadly^ 
afraid^ is going to try to niake me go with him. 
Oh, sweet Ann, won't you try and save us?'^ 

Ann was large-hearted or she would not have 
felt the slight that Izy placed upon her. So she 
took her hands out of the dough and said : r 

"The lady upstairs may make her own bread. 
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for all I care. Not anotl&er moutlifiil.i^ 
haye as far as I am conc^r^ii^."^ '/ ^ ' - - ^^ 

And true to her word was she, this larg^ 
hearted Irishwoman. She helped t^e girls pack 
their little belongings — what they wonld need in 
a poorer quarter t^ian they were now in, and the 
three left the mansion. Before going Elsie had 
demanded from all the servants secrecy, and each 
one loving the child had promised* 

Salsya and Karina were earnestly talking 
when the woman was called to speak with a detec- 
tive who waited below. 

Kane O'Hara held out his hand in sympathy, 
but upon looking closer at the woman he made up 
his mind that she was not true blue, so he with 
dignity asked where the murder was committed, 
saying that he could hardly believe that his 
young college friend had done the deed. But she 
had sworn that Branton was there with the 
weapon, and that was enough. 

After looking over the scene Kane took himself 
away, satisfied that Mrs. Dean was keeping some* 
thing back and that she knew more than she 
willing to telL 
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/E^Eri2i^:\at%}i^d fu^, flbe told the doctor how she 

had fooled £he'dete<^tiye. But she had not fooled 

him 80 well. 

'^Now call up that maid; I want to see her." i 
^^Before me?" asked Earina eagerly. 1 

"Of course/' impatiently; "I have nothing from 

you. I have told you why I wanted h». Now 

hurry." 
When they found the little note Elsie had left 

both the man and woman felt that a net was bemg 

woven about them, and struggle as they would 

they might not be released. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

Onjib morning not long after the murder at the 
Dean mansion Barney Branton was sitting in hi» 
cell. He knew that all the evidence that could be 
gathered in the case was wound about him^ al- 
though he sternly avowed his innocence. 

He had thought so many times of the little girl 
and if she believed that he could do such a things 
but there was no way to find out 

The warden started him from a reverie by say- 
ing that Detective Kane O'Hara wanted to see 
him. 

'^Old man, I cannot realize that you are in such 
a serious situation." These were Kane's first 
wprds^ and Branton's first were, "Well, do you 
believe this accusation?" 

The detective thought a moment. He had had 
much to do with the world. He knew that there 
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was iBEiocence skining out of flds 
But it was not Ms place to tell bim so. 

^^I will tell you later, Branton/' said ke^ almost 
I soothingly, "but now you will remember things 
' look dark for you, although I gave my own pri- 
vate opinion, which if it comes to anything I will 
share with you." 

"But wait, Kane, there is a girl at that house I 
want to know about ^" 

"Miss Murivale," announced the warden, look- 
ing sidewise at the detective. 

Branton's face flushed red. It seemed then 
that his great desire for her had brought her to 
him when he needed her most. 

"Hurry up, now, Kane," pleaded Branton, '*I 
want to talk to her. What do you want?" 

"That you should come with Mike Haggerdy 
this afternoon, and answer me some questions/^ 

"All right, all right, but for heaven^s sake go 
now, now I say," almost shouted Branton, for it 
seemed to him that Hilda was being kept so long 
that she would go home befor© she could be 
brought to him. 

When she came stumbling past him, and slight* 
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Ij dxew her veil one side^ he noted with a stait 
what a beautif nl girl ghe was, so sweet and inno- 
c^it looking. 

i '^Branton's a lucky dog and no more guilty of 
% that crime than I am, but I'll find the one if it 
takes me ^a thousand years." 

He forgot that such a long time was out of 
reach of mortal man, and even if it were given to 
him to live that number of years that Branton 
would be past needing his help and pretty little 
Hilda would long ago have been gathered to her 
fathoa 

But Kane had a large heart and was not the 
suspicious man that most fellows would have 
been noiding his job. 

He would like to have seen the girl's recq[>- 
tion from the young prisoner, but it was not much 
on the surface. Branton put his hand through 
the bars and took the girl's hand silently in his. 
The large tears welled into her ^es and Hilda 
cried silently for a while, while Branton tried 
manfully to keep down his grief. He did not 
wony for himself but for her. He despaired of 
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making her believe in his innocence, for but^j 
Mbe had come to him from pnre gratitade. 

But her first words put him in tilie seventh 
heaven of bliss. 

^^I wanted yon to know jnst how innec^it I 
think yon are of this deed they have accused yon 
of. If it had not been for some trouble we have 
had I would have been here the first day yon were 
in, but Ann told me you were ill. What made 
you so?^' 

'^I think someone struck me on the back of mj 
head. But I want to tell you, Miss Hilda, that 1 
appreciate your faith more than anyone^s in al] 
the world. How sweet of you to come to me! 
/Little girl, I am going to make you see that I am 
innocent. But it will be some time before I can 
be brought to trial. In the meantime will yon 
tell me one thing? Do you love me?^ 

Hilda opened her eyes wide. She knew that in 
her heart she loved this man, but he was dar- 
ing much to ask her this in the prison, and some- 
how she loved him all the more. Promptly she 
thrust her fingers through the bars and took his i 
band in hers. 
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**I do love you, Bamqr Branton, and I'm going 
to stand by you until you need me no mora'' 

^^And that will never be^ my sweetheart^ for the 
longer I live the more I shall need and love you." 

Then he told her how many times he had long* 
ed for her, how many times he had said to him* 
self that he would find har. 

And the girl blushed painfully when she ad* 
mitted that she, too, had longed for him. 

"How then, you are my little sweetheart, eh?'* 

"Yes." 

"And when I am free you will marry mer' 

*K)h,yes." 

"Then I am a« good as free, for a man more 
innocent never sat b^ore a jury, and I shall prove 
that to you when I come to trial. And now mayv^ 
God bless you, my darling." 

She went out with eyes overflowing with tears. 
The water seemed to well out in rivers when she 
thotlgSt oTl[im^l)eing alone in his trouble, but 
how handsome and smiling he looked as she took 
her last glance at his face. 

In the mansion many a council was held. 
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Where had these people flows to? Kanna was 
sure that Aim had gone with the girls. 

''To And that maid is to find the girls.'' 

'That is the trouble^ to find her. Th^ have 
{iseemed to have fallen from the earth* I wonder 
where they are?" 

"Somewhere in the poOr qnarter. Do yon know^ 
I tried to get it from Elsie's lawyer where she 
was, yesterday, and he coolly told me that I did 
not want Elsie nor she me, so what conld I dof' 

Qnestioningly the woman looked at the doctor, 
who gnashed his teeth. He could not bear to hare 
this girl he loved^ alone, somewhere he knew not, 
and then, too, the fear that she would gire away 
his secret She might appear at the trial of Bran- 
ton and swear that she had seen Dr. Salsya tha^ 
and what would that mean to them both? 

As he gaye out his fears to Mrs. Dean she lodked 
thoughtfully into the fire. 

"Did you not tell me that this woman was an 
Irishwoman?" asked the doctor after a whila 
^ "Yes," admitted Mrs. Dean curiously. 
: "Then I belieye I could find her with the help 
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of a good detective. She will^ being a Oatholic, 
^tend some church. Now do you know any h»e?'^ 

"Yes, the same that I attend." 

^^Then th^ are as good as found. With all 
that there is upon your hearty my dear Karina, 
you would go every week to your priest, would 
you not?'* 

^Indeed I would.'' 

'^Then we will give Ann the same credit and the 
little Elsie is dea^, and Hilda Murivale either 
dead or sold injto a slavery worse than death.^ 

Long ago he had told this woman of his method 
of gathering a fortune. At first she did not like 
the idea of having him among pretty women, but 
when he showed her the scratches upo^ his face 
and confided how the girls screamed and refused 
even food, she ckme to the conclusion that there 
was no danger. 



Sunday morning. Ann called to the girls, who 
were slewing upstairs, that she was going to 
church. 
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''D(m't be gone long^ Ann/' called out Hilda, 
**for we are afraid without you.'^ 

"Don't you worry, my little pigeons," yelled 

I back the woman; '^you are as safe as if you w^*e 

in your mothers' arms. Now hush and don't 

make any noise, and I'll be back after saying a 

prayer or two." 

Poor Ann was absolutely innocent as to lead- 
ing her dear ones into trouble. She went meekly 
to •church saying her beads reverently as she 
walked, but on her way back she did not notice 
the shadowy figure that followed her to the house 
door and discreetly took the number. 



Ann found her girls sleeping still when she got 
back from church, and she went about happily 
getting breakfast 

All that day and the next she stayed home^^ but 
toward night ventured to the market. 
I "Can't we go, too, Ann?" b^ged Elsi^ but the 
good woman said no. 

"Then, don't be gone long," was the answer^ 
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^tnd that was what Hilda usually called after her 
faithful friend. 

She had not been gone but a moment when 
Elsie said quickly, "I wonder if we thought to 
tell Ann to get coffee and butter. Oh, what fool- 
ish girls we were, and she will now blame us 
for it.'' 

"So she will. I'll tell you what I'll do, I'll run 
after her and tell her and won't be gone but a 
moment" 

"No, let me go, Hilda," begged the little lame 
^irl, "for I am not as pretty as you are and won't 
attract as much attention." 

So Elsie put on her hat and was off. Hilda 
watched her limping down the street, and little 
did she know the place where she would again see 
her. 

"I wonder which way she went," muttered 
Elsie as she headed toward the store where they 
often traded; "if not here, then I know where she 
is. What a foolish girl I was not to think of 
that!" 

Suddenly she felt something pressed over her 
face. She could not tell just what it was, but 
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•OHielidng so sickening that she could not scream 
BxA loflt all power. She did not see the large full 
red face that bent over her. nor did she hear an 
almost sympathizing tone as a voice whispered ; 

*Toor little thing; she is lame and not pretty. 
I wonder what master wants her for. I wish I 
knew whether my sister was lame. No, no, she 
was not, I know. Oh, heaven, I wish I did re- 
member." 

Bnt he did not hesitate, bat put the child into 
a cab and drove off with her. Hardly had he done 
this and reached the comer but he called to a 
slouching Chinaman standing near : 

^^Here, Lee, come here. Take this girl to the 
den and put her careftdly in, and stay by the 
door." 

Then he went back and saw a man and woman 
standing near the place where he had taken the 
girl from. 

"1^11 go and tell her that Elsie has been hurt,'^ 
said the woman. 

**True it will be," laughed her companion, **for 
Elsie will be hurt the moment she enters that 
cage. Hw Uttle heart will be brcAra." 
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**And hep uncle had made a fool of her ever 
since she had been with us. The poor little fool, 
little did Mr. Dean think that his idol would 
come to this/' 

Saying this, she drew a veil closely over her 
face and knocked timidly at the door. 

Hilda inside heard and ran, thinking that Elsie 
was playing witli her. There was standing a 
woman before her so darkly dressed that it al- 
most took her breath to look at her. 

"What do you want?" asked she, holding the 
door tightly, so the woman could not push it 
open. 

"Are you Miss Hilda?'' cried the affected voice; 
''oh, little Miss Elsie has been run over by the 
cars. Come to her, pretty little miss." 

These words were said with a jerky French 
accent. Hilda felt the world turning around 
with her. She put out her hand pathetically. 
Oh, what more could happen to two loving girls 
so perseci^ted? Qo to Elsie? Of course she would 
seek out the little girl who had been such a friend 
to her in her need. *• 



\ 
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"I will come, madam/' shouted she, "so I will, 
but wait until I get my hat." 

Oh, Ann, why do you not make your feet hurry 
faster, that you might save one of your darlings? 
Why do you not walk with more rapidity, but you 
are — too late. 

Hilda had left the door. The same slouching 
sailor was waiting, only that he had a cabman's 
hat on. Hilda gaye him a terrible look as she 
entered and that expression startled the man so 
that he gave a great cry. 

"Oh, master," cried he, "not this one; there is 
something so good about her. I had a sister 



The doctor never allowed him to get farther 
than that — ^never allowed him to think long upon 
the virtues of life. 

He stepped to the cab,.snapping the door upon 
the now fainting Hilda. 

"Come, come, Charlie, don't be a fool ! Down 
with you there!" 

He gave the poor wounded skull a terrible push 
and the bone penetrated the sensitive brain, and 
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with a fearful cry the young slave followed his 
master's call. 

"Drive now as you have never driven befom 
Do you hear?^' 

Karina was in the carriage, and it was with all 
her might that she kept Hilda from jumping out. 

"Don't be a fool, girl," snarled the woman; 
^^you're with me, and you cannot get away. Don't 
be afraid that you will not be nicely taken care 
of;' 

Hilda sobbingly held out her hands. 

"Oh, for the love you bear your own mother if 
you have one, or your child, or whoever you love, 
I pray you to let me go. Think of it, I am only a 
young harmless girl, and that man's face I saw at 
the cab is like the devil. Oh, I will get out of 
here." 

"Will you?" sneered Karima; "will you? well, 
you just try it. These doors are locked, and no 
one can open them from the inside." 

Hilda sank back with a cry. She knew that 
«he was being held by force, but where she waa 
going to she knew not. 

"The moment that door opens you keep your 
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month shut unleGB yoB want to be taken into a 
drag house and tortured. If you know whea yov 
are well oflf you will shut up/' 

But Hilda did not take the advice^ for no^ 
sooner had the cab come to a stop but that she * 
appealed to the driver, the sailor. 

"Oh, haven't you a sister of your own, man?'^ 
cried she. "How dare you in the sight of Grod da 
such dreadful things?" 

The doctor was following after in another cab* 
But before he got there he saw a tragedy enacted 
up9n the street. 

"A sister r' gasped Charlie. "Yes^ before tI^e 
war, but I cannot remember; a sister? Yes, a 
aister!" 

But he was given no time to remember. The 
doctor had sent another terrible press of his brain 
medic|ne with his thumb, and Charlie gathered 
the screaming girl up in his arms and took her 
into 44 Pell street The Chinaman opened the 
door^ and the screaming girl was taken to the cdL 
A policeman ran down the stre^ but all was 
quiet when he came along. * 
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^I thought I beard a girl ecy," said Mfte Bog- 
gerdy, "I truly ad.^' 

But, like all policemen, he was a little late. 
The act was finished and the curtain descended . 
upon one of the most atrocious wrongs eyer cooi« ^ 
^ttedinNewTorkCii^. v^ ^ 



^i"^ • '~*'* 
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OELAPTEBVIIL 

When the strong anpn released Hilda slie 
came into a blaze of light The room whirled be- 
fore her and she held out her hands imploringly* 
The sight of her abject mis^7 brought a laugh 
from Earina. 

"Oh," cried she, **you will be so high and 
mighty with your airs and dignity ! Well^ a posi- 
tion like this takes them out, doesn't it, old lady? 
You're not so hard to manage after. Look, Salsya, 
she has taken the skin off my finger." 

Earina held up a small finger which looked red 
and bleeding. 

Just as she said this Hilda gained her eyesight 
so that she could see the terrible cage near her^ 
with its crying, wriggling mass of human beings. 
Once long ago she had been traveling with her 
father in Russia and she had seen a train full of 
exiles on their way to Siberia. She shuddered 
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mstd trembled until Karina laughed again, and a 
small voice piped out from the cage: 

**You think you're fionart, don't you, Karina? 
Well, I hope where Hilda bit you will swell up 
and you'll die of hydrophobia. That's what comes 
to all bitt^a dogs." 

Hilda looked and there lay Kttle Elsie, her eyes 
swollen with weeping and her crutch stretched 
beside her. 

'K)h, Elsie, are you th»e?" cried she. "Oh, you 
foul woman, have you taken a lame child and put 
her in a place like that? I hope — I hope ^" 

But words failed her. She could not bring to 
her mind a fate bad enough that she wished upon 
Karina for her terrible deed. 

"Oh, youth and innocence, lameness and noth* 
ing short of death would stay the hands of such 
criminals," said a deep rich voice from the cor- 
ner, and Hilda looked and saw the girl, halMyii^g 
and half-sitting up, and her eyes carried an ex- 
pression which boded no good to the man whom 
iriie hated. 

"No one asked you to speak, saucy," answered 
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Earina, going closer to the cage and 
email rtding whip at the speaker. 

^'I'U ask permission to giye yon a beating/' 
; idded she. 

' The girl sprang to the bars. She allowed her 
glowing eyes to rest upon Karina, who had never 
seen such a thing before. 

"Yon think yon could make me beg of you, you 
she-devil? Make me plead for a life that I 
wouldn't give that much for after you've done 
with it?'' and the girl gave a venomous snap of 
her fingers. "Don't you think you've got a child 
to play with in having me. I'm a woman and I 
can down a woman every time." 

The terrible force which was used in this sai- 
tence made Earina cower down before it, but 
realizing that a heavy bolt stood between h» and 
the raging girl she gave a little laugh and walked 
away. 

"You see she goes, girls," cried the dark girl; 
"she's a coward, you can see that she's bad all 
^through." 

Earina turned about at the taunting words, 
but straightened herself as she heard Hilda b^: 
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^'Ohy Karina, let Elsie and I get ont of Imm, 
and we'll promLse to be out of yonr way. Blsle 
will let you have all the money if you wish it" 

"Oh, she will, will she? Well, I guess I shall 
have the money, all of it, too, and don't you forget 
it. That's just why you are here." 

**And that's why you and that doctor killed my 
poor uncle, Karina?" asked Elsie, spurring her- 
self to say something. which would make the girl 
cringe; **but you didn't know that there was a 
witness that saw you both do it, did you, Ka- 
rina?" 

Elsie had hobbled to the front, and her pert 
little tear-stained face made grimaces at the 
woman* 

Karina gare a great start as she heard the 
words. 

''You little eyil croaking hag," cried she, 
'*what do I care about you? All I want is your 
money, and you will go with the rest of tihe 
cattle." 

''No, no, Karina, listen," cried Hilda. "If you 
will let poor little Elsie out and let her alone, you 
can do what you want to with me. Oh, please^ 
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tte child is lame and so delicate. Doa't subject 
her to a fate worse than death/' 

''Oh, we can do what we want to with yon, can 
we?^ laughed Earina loudly. "How very kind 
you are! And pray, how could you help yonmelf 
even, in any case? Just be thankful that you 
have a few hours to live." 

Dr. Salsya walked out as she said tliis. 

''Come away from there, Karina/' cried he; 
"you'll get those girls in such a tearful state that 
there can be nothing done with th^n. Now come, 

do." 

I 

'^rd like to give that pretty face of hers a long 
slash/' yelled she. "There is something about tbe 
girl I hate. I'll get even with you some time, 
miss." 

The dark girl in the cornw pulled at Hilda's i 
sleeve. i 

'^Don't answer her. Let her beat out her rage 
on the oth» side of the bars. What do you care? 
Bhe will not dare to hurt you^ and if a man cornea 
around do as I did, walk to the bars and give hia 
face a good scratch. It's only men that womenj 
need be afraid of." 
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Ka^ina was whispering to Dr. Salsya, 

^^I'm going to take out tliat girl^ Hilda,'' said 
lie obstinately. 

"Take her out where?" asked Earina, her large 
€yes searching the face of her lover. "Why is she 
better than the rest?" 

"Worth more money because she is prettier/' 
was the answer. 

<*Do you love her?" gasped Earina, with a 
woman's intuition. "I believe you do. How dare 
you? how dare you?" 

Anything that aroused the. terrible jealous 
power in Earina's breast the doctor was afraid 
of. He feared that she would make him trouble. 

"Don't be a fool, Earina," soothed he; "you 
know there is no other woman in the world for 
me but you. Now don't work yourself into a state 
of nervous excitement." 

"Then why should that girl be petted and the 
thers left to rot in that vile cage?" 

"She'll not be petted, don't you fear; but a 
man is coming to-night who will pay a good price 
for her. He has his private yacht, and he and 
Charlie will see that she reaches it. This night or 



I.' 



124 DANGBBS OF WORKING QIRL8. 

to-morrow will flee her gone. Won't yon like 
thatr^ 

^^More than I can express/' answered Karina 
with satisfaction* ''She cannot go too soon to 
please me/' 

So this was how Hilda was removed from the 
cage and taken to an npper room, where she was 
left alone. The doctor gave positive orders that 
no one should go in to see her but himself and 
Charlia 

Karina had to content herself with Elsie, much 
as she desired that Hilda should be the butt of 
her abuse. 

''I'm going to see O'Hara, Karina; do you want 
to come?" 

When the policeman came with an order that 
Barney Branton should be taken to the detec- 
tive's ofBce the young inan only too willingly 
went. There was something in the eyes of O'Hara 
that made him think that that young man be- 
lieved in his innocence. 
1^ Mike Haggerdy eyed the young fellow as he 
|W>k him out. ^- 

"He don't seem likf^ a criminal/' muttered he 
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to himself. ^I b^Heye he's innocent,'' and when 
Mike Haggerdy once got that idea in his mind 
he conld no more get it out than the world could 
turn twice in twenty-four hours. If every juror 
should decide against Branton, Haggerdy would ^ 
still believe he had not committed the deed. 

O'Hara was awaiting the young prisoner. 

'^Branton, as soon as I have found you^ so soon 
do I lose you again. Why did you get yourself 
into this infernal muss?" 

^'Fate," replied Branton shortly. 

"Aye, fate, but we weave our own fate. So you 
were at the Dean mansion that night after I left 
you?'' 

^'Was I?" asked Branton slowly, eyeingO'Hara 
critically. 

"So it is averred. I was asking you. Now why 
were you there? With a motive to murder?" 

"I shall leave that for you to prove," replied 
Branton. 

*T5on't he too cool, Branton," pleaded O'Hara; 
^^ looks so confoundedly heartless. Are you 
made of iron ?" 

**Not quite, Kane," replied Barney; *T)ut I've 
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done nothing to be afraid of, so why should I 
show nervousness?" 

"But your position, man," cried the detective. 
"Why, Branton, I believe I am now trembling 
more than you are. Oh, man, what have you 
done?" 

"Nothing." 

Kane sat with his feet crossed, looking intenti^p 
at the prisoner. 

"I cannot mate you out, boy," said he after a 
while. "Here you are accused of a terrible mur- 
der, and you are the calmest one among those con- 
cerned. Heavens, I wish I could read you." 

"It is not hard work," replied Barney; "I am 
innocent." 

"But how to prove it?" cried Kane. 

"That^s not your business," said Branton, slow- 
ly leaQing far over the table and looking into the 
deep-set eyes of the detective; "your part of the 
a£fair is to prove me guilty." 

"True," ejaculated Kane, "and that is what I 
would rather not do. I would rather be whipped, 
old fellow." 

"And you will have a very hard time of it, 
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Kane," said Branton, "for there were others that 
savv' what vv ent on. While I, who was ther^ know 
nothing^ I am sure that a kindly fate has not 
death in store for me, especially as I was not the 
murderer.'^ 

Kane shuddered. This extremely handsome 
young fellow was as calm as if he were at a 
party. But then, it was his own duty to make 
him appear guilty. 

"Look a-here, Branton," and Kane became vwy 
confidential, "come closer to this table. I really 
want to talk with you.'' 

"All right, old man.*' 

"Now that knife, that paper knife there^ hand 
it to me, will you?'' and Kane took up a letter as 
if to open it. 

Branton bent over and took the knife in hts 
fingers. 

"Not that, Branton,'* cried Kane; "lay it down 
quick. It has upon it the blood of the man you 
murdered, Mathew Dean." 
I But, instead of dropping the knifes, Branton 
' only looked at it keenly. 

"Was that the knife that killed the poor old 
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bmbT" said he slowlj, torning it a?ar 
"H« did not des»ve it, did hmV^ 

Kane dropped his head upon the table 

^^I tried that for a rose," said he, '^only to make 
jon admit that you killed him. Branton^ 70a aet 
like an innocent man." 

^^As I am,'' said Branton, dropping the knife 
and settling back in his chair. 

Kane tried seyeral other things to frighten ti^ 
young man into confessing his guilt, but he did 
not succeed. And Branton was still talking over 
this matter when the door opened and the guard 
announced, ''Mrs. Dean and Dr. Salfifya.'' 

"Ah, so you have the murderer here?** cried the 
woman, putting on an air of bravado and point- 
ing to Branton. 

Branton laughed softly. He bowed low to the 
woman. , 

"The murderer is her^'' said h^ **but you are 
pointing in the wrong direction,'' and he stepped 
aside and looked significantly at the doctor. 

"Sir, how dare you say such a thing?" stormed j 
the doctor. "Do you accuse me of the murder of i 
Mathew Dean?" 
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**I accuse jon of nothing, but as sure as God 
made little apples, so surely will you stand in the 
murderer's dock. Kane, allow him and the 
^woman to see the knife covered with Dean's 
blood.'' 

Branton, without waiting for the detective to 
act, picked up the bloody knife. Although it in 
reality was not the knife that the man was slain 
^with, and both man and woman knew it, for it 
bad been a bullet that had caused his death, still, 
Mrs. Dean gave a great cry wl^en the knife was 
handed to her and Dr. Salsya groaned loudly. 

"That's a guilty couple, Kane," laughed Bran- 
ton. "You have the wrong man in jail." 

All this disturbed O'Hara very much. He did 
not want to get the ill-will of Mrs, Dean and her 
lover, and yet he felt the truth of the young man's 
words. 

"Branton, go into the other room just a mo- 
ment until I finish with them, and then you may 
come back," and he rang a bell which called the 
guard and Branton walked out with a significant 
smile at Mrs. Dean. 
''I hate that man," gasped she in a rage; "I 
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liate him, and I'll spend every cent I possess to 
put him in the electric chair/' 

Kane stared. 

"Oh, it is a personal matter, is it, Mrs. Dean? 
Why should you hurt this young man? Has he 
ever personally harmed you?" 

The doctor was making severe gestures at the 
woman. Nothing escaped the clear eyes of the 
detective, and then and there he took an oath that 
Barney i3rauton should not suffer death for a 
€rime he did not commit. 

"Is it nothing to me that he killed my dear 
good husband?" sobbed she, trying to put on an 
assumed grief. 

"I do not think your grief is genuine, Mrs. 
Dean," said he in a low tone. "Please do not 
show it before me." 

"Then I shall leave," said she shortly, faddng 
her handkerchief from a pair of dry eyes. "Are 
you coming, doctor?" 

"Kot this moment. Wait outside few me. I 
want to speak to O'Hara." 

When the two men were alone Salens sat down. 
He was thinking deeply. 
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**Now then, Kane O'Hara, do you think that 
that man is guilty?" 

"I have not thought upon that point yet." 
"Are you going to make him out guilty? I 
mean, well, hang it all, how much do you want to 
make him sit in the hot seat?" 

Kane slowly rose to his feet. His face was dis- 
torted with passion. 

"Do you mean that you wish to corrupt the 
-court of the State of New York with gold? Dr. 
Salsya, I do not know how you do in India, but I 
can tell you this much, that there are some men 
here tjiat you could not buy with all your King's 
gold, and I am one of them." 

Salsya arose to his feet. He had struck the 
wrong man. He knew not that a man lived who 
could not be tempted with gold. 

"Dr. Salsya, I will now tell you my decision : 
I have thought that it was possible that Brantou 
was guilty. Now I know he is innocent, but I am 
not so sure about some one else." 

"Do you mean, O'Hara, that you dare to insinu- 
ate that I did that deed?" 

"No, not exactly that^ but I do say this : I shall 



132 DANGBBS OF WORKING GIRLS. 

use all my strength to free this young man and to 
find the true murderer," 

The dark face of the Indian deepened with 
rage. His lips quivered under the excitement he 
was enduring. 

"And I," said he, "shall see to it that Branton 
suffers for the crime. I know that he is guilty.'' 

"And are your hands free from stain?'' gasped 
the detective. "For a long time I have thought 
that you were interested in a dive in Pell street. 
And there they take young and innocent girls to 
give them to beasts of men who buy thdm body 
and soul. If I find this is true, Dr. Salsya, you 
will plead with the State of New York to let you 
die for the murder that I am not so sure you did 
not commit." 

Salysa's face was dark and stem. He did not 
answei; this for a moment, and then muttered : 

"What do you suppose that I know about 44 
Pell street?" 

"How did you know the number then?" asked 
Kane. 

"Why — ^why — why, I heard you say it." * 

"No, you did not, for I omitted it purposely. I 
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1;liiiik now that you have given me yosr seoret. 
fTlxank yon for the number of the house.*' 

The doctor muttered a great oath and tried to 
^ la^ugh it oflf, but the detective walked and opened 
"*' tlie door. 

"You will go, and I am satisfied with my in- 
vestigation.*' 

^TTou will find that I shall get even with you 
«ome of these days, Mr. O'Hara," said Salsya as 
lie walked, muttering, along. 

Kane O'Hara now was sure that he was on the 
right track. He would have given much to have 
been able to have freed his young college friend, 
for if a man were innocent in the world it was 
Branton. But the law demanded that he should 
he held until another took his plape, so he rang 
the bell and ordered him back. 

But hardly had he been in the room but a mo- 
ment when a sudden cry went up from tiie out- 
side and Ann Oalahan rushed in. 

'^Mr. O'Hara, have you seen Miss Elsie or Miss 
j. Hilda? They've left me home, and I know that 
^ they've been stoled, for a little girl saw a woman 
and a man put Miss Hilda into a cab." 
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Branton stood upon his feet and looked loi^; 
into the detective's eyes, 

O'Hara realized that Barney's heart was 
touched. There was a pleading in the earnest 
gaze which told him the lad's thought 

*1 cannot do that, boy," said he, with a very 
white face. 

'^And I say you mnst let me go, Kane O'Hara,'^ 
cried Branton, "for I will find the girl I loye; 
Then will I return to you and you shall prove me 
guilty of the murder of Mathew Dean if you can.'' 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

The two men looked long at each other, Bran- 
ton pleadingly and Kane desperately. 

"Oh, heavens, Kane," cried the prisoner, "for 
the sake of ^Id days let me go for a little while. 
You can rely upon jne to come back when you 
want me. Now my sweetheart, the one girl I love 
better than all the world, is out somewhere in the 
hands of her enemies. Let me go, please, I beg 
of you." 

"Don^t, Branton; don^t beg like that. You 
know I could not let you go without an order 
from the court. It would be unheard of." 

"But I must, I must." 

Ann had made her escape, crying as hard as 
she could, her cries being heard for a block 
around. 

So this left Kane and Barney alone. Wh<ai the 
joung prisoner heard the decided tone of the de- 
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tective he seemed to lose all hope. He stood iq» 
with a desperate gesture. 

^^Eane, your heart is as hard as adamant. I 
. cannot understand how you can treat a fellow- 
^ being, much less a friend, as you are treating 
me/' 

"Branton, that's cruel, exceedingly cruel, to 
speak like that. You know I have no authority to 
release you." 

Branton walked up and down with a terrible 
effort The thought that Hilda was out at the 
mercy of that Indian doctor almost paralyzed 
him, for had she not confided to him in the Tombs 
that she was deathly afraid of him and that he 
had followed her from India, and now she must 
be in his hands, or how could a child have seen 
her being rushed into a cab? 

He thought but a moment. Kane was writing 
rapidly. He stole up behind the detective, and, 
taking a small bottle marked chloroform from the 
table, which had been found among the things 
left by men who had searched the hotise of 
Mathew Dean, Branton opened it and, saturating 
his handkerchief with the contents, he held it to 
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the nose of O'Hara. The detective threw hiM tgres 
toward Branton as much as to make him rmder* 
stand that he was being badly dealt with, but 
k Branton had but one image in his mind — ^his 
(little maiden, his Hilda, in the clutches of the 
Indian. 

The two men struggled together for a moment, 
and Branton was rewarded by seeing Kane's head 
fall upon his breast. 

As he struggled past the table the detective had 
just strength enough left to fling out his hand 
and touch the bell. 

But instantly Branton had taken the coat off 
the helpless man, and jerking O'Hara's hat from 
the nail he stood for one instant looking around. 

Then he stepped forward and snipped the tele- 
phone wires, and was making his way toward the 
door when Haggerdy opened it. He simply waited 
long enough to say: 

^^I'll be back in a moment, Haggerdy,'' and out 
he bolted. 

*What a funny way for Kane to act," muttered 
the policeman, his honest face portraying the sur- 
prise he felt 
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"What did he want of me?" said he aloud, "and 
where has that boy gone to ?" 

Then from the other room came a dreadful 
groan, and the policeman went into the room on 
a run. 

There upon, the floor, eoatless and wriggling, 
was Kane O'Hara. 

"For the love of heaven, Mr. Kane," gasped 
Haggerdy, "what's the matter with yon?" 

The detective could not speak. His longs were 
still filled with the drug. 

When Haggerdy raised the detective's head he 
saw that his eyes wefe bleared and staring, and 
for a little while Kane could not speak, but when 
he could catch his voice he blurted out: 

"The telephone! Branton has escaped. King 
the 'phone and call the police. Go after him, 
Haggerdy. Ob, get him in any way you can, for 
heaven's sake." 

The policeman scratched his head and in one 
way he was very glad that the young man was 
free. He would linger as long as he could and not 
lose his own prestige. 
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After Barney Branton left the detective^s office 
lie ^p^ent rapidly down the street. Then he w^t 
into a public telephone office. 

"Izy," he shouted when the receiver was an- 
sis^ered at the other end, "come to me immedi-* 
ately, and don't delay; it is a matter of life and 
death.'' 

** 'Tain't that Irishwoman, is it?'' gapped lay^ 
"for if you have taken up her cause, then I won't 
come. Say, how did you get out?" 
^^ever mind now, Izy, but you come." 
And come Izy did, always to do for his best 
friend all that was asked of him. 

"Oh, Izy, have you any idea where that Indian 
doctor hangs out?" asked Branton, his white face 
drawn into furrows of pain. "They have taken 
both Elsie and Hilda, and I'm almost out of my 
mind." 

"Somewhere in Pell street, sir," replied Izy as 
he wiped the perspiration from his damp browj 
"I could find the place if I hunted; it's full of 
those awful Mongolians." 

"They won't have a chance to keep my sweet- 
heart if I get there," vowed Branton. "TSie very 
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idea of tkdr trying to keep her in that prison-like 
place. Now, Izy, to the rescue ! If they catch me 
for the murder of Mathew they will have to turn 
faster than I can." 

^Toor Kane, it was a mean trick to play upon 
him, but alPs fair in love and war." 

Together that night they went into the Bowery. 
And in Pell street at an old saloon they took a 
room, and each man kept watch. 

For four or five days Bran ton kept his vigil and 
thought that there would never be a regard to his 
patience, but one morning when he was prowling 
through Pell street he saw a shadow loom up in 
his path, and Haggerdy stood at the comer, and 
from the other portion of the street came a female 
figure dressed in the height of fashion. Branton 
had noticed in the papers that his escape was 
being advertised, and before he could hide from 
view he heard Mrs. Dean say : 

^^So I have caught you at last. You are not 
going to get out of my fingers again. Officer,'* 
and she turned to the now panting Haggerdy, 
^^ou arrest that man ; he is the murders ot 
Mathew Dean.'^ 
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BEaggerdy stared hard at Braaton, and Barney 
gave back the same clear gaze. The policeman 
Avriggled in his shoes and shifted his eyes from 
one to the other. 

**I think you are mistaken, madam/^ said he^ 
**fop I know that Mr. Branton, and this man i» 
not he." 

^^But I insist that this is he/* gasped the 
iwroman ; "you had better take him in anyhow, and 
if it does not prove to be he, then you will have 
'done the best you can." 

"And get fired for making a false arrest? No^ 
ma'am, that is not the Barney Branton that'» 
^^anted at the headquarters, and so you can go on, 
young man." 

Mrs. Dean shook her head and turned to see if 
there was another policeman in sight, and Hag- 
gerdy whispered in the ear of Branton : "Now 
fly, old fellow, or you will have the devil after 
you." 

"Thanks, Haggerdy, old fellow, when I find her 
I swear that I will come back and give you the 
honor of taking me to the District Attorney's 
office, and you shall lose nothing by this." 



242 DANGERS OF WOREINa (URLS. 

And away he went back to his room, while Mns. 
Dean was searching for Dr. Salsya. 

"I saw Branton as sure as I am living,*^ cried 
the woman ; "I saw him on the street, and I tried 
to get a policeman fo arrest him, and he wonld 
not for fear of false arrest." 

"Maybe you were mistaken,^' hesitated Salsya 
with a pale face; *^ut for fear he has ventured 
too near my lair I'll just fix the pretty bird so 
that she won't fly with him in case anything hax>- 
jpens. The sale of the women comes off to-night. 
Now that it is firmly fixed in the mind of the 
court that Elsie is dead, you will come into the 
money. We will then go away when you have 
given me over half of the fortune. I think that is 
but fair." 

Karina looked at him for a moment. Then she 
said slowly: 

"There is nothing I would not do for yon, 
sweetheart, if you will but love me, but it seems 
that you are so cold to me, and I love you so, my 
darling." 

"Oh, Earina, don't make a scene, for heaven'^ 
sake. If you love me do not always tell me of if 
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"That is half my life/' replied the woman ; ^*you 
can have any amount of my money if you will but 
give me affection in exchange." 

"Thanks/' answered the doctor dryly. 

Salsya had determined that day to have his 
affair settled with Hilda. The girl would have to 
come to his terms, whatever he should say. He 
left Karina on a pretext and sought Hilda. The 
girl stood by the wall looking out into the night, 
upon a large tin roof which faced the other win- 
dows of Dr. Salsya. There was no chance of get- 
ting a word with anyone. Once she saw a China- 
man crawl from a hole in the roof and come into 
the ope^ air, but when she peered up from the 
window to him he only grinned and waved his 
hand. When she saw who her visitor was she 
turned her back and said not a word. 

"Have you no greeting for me, child?" said he. 
"Listen, I have given my very life for you and 
endangered it in many ways. Why do you worry 
me always and give me no chance to show you 
how nice I would be?" 

"I do not want you to be nice to me, only to 
give me my liberty." 
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"And that I cannot do," cried Balsya, "for I 
love yon. Hilda, yon will be my wife, I insist. 
You cannot marry that man Branton, even if yon 
love him. You would not link your life to that of i 
a murderer." ' 

"I choose to believe him innocent." 

Hilda said this in such an intense voice that 
Dr. Salsya went close to her. 

"I told you, Hilda, that Mrs. Dean and I saw 
him commit this deed." 

"And I told you," answered Hilda, mimicking 
his tone, "that I would no more believe the word 
of Mrs. Dean than I would you ; so there." 

"Don't tempt me to harm you, Hilda," cried the 
doctor; "you are the most exasperating girl in the 
world." 

"I expect nothing more than that harm will 
come to me through you," said Hilda with a sigh. 
**You are cowardly enough to do anything to a 
girl who cannot give you her heart. Why don't 
you be satisfied with the woman who has de- 
graded herself for you? Is not that enough?" 

"But I do not love her, Hilda," replied the 
man; "you are my ideal of a woman, and I want 
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noii« other but you. Oh, how can I live without 
you^? But I do not intend to try, for go with me 
jou shall, for if not with your own will you shall 
with mine." j 

"A man in this age cannot take away a girl'^^ 
thought and mind,^^ cried Hilda, "and I will not 
listen to you. You miserable man, you were not 
satisfied to kill my father, but I, too, must come 
under your blighting influence.'^ 

"Come with me," shouted the doctor, and, tak- 
ing Hilda fiercely by the hand, he drew her rap- 
idly after him to a small room which, to her 
looked more like a corridor than anything else. 

"Where are you taking me to? Oh, have mercy 
upon me !" Hilda was a lusty young woman, and 
she lifted, her voice and sent a ringing cry out into 
the rooms and Charlie, the sailor, came out of the 
den. 

"You are to turn on the drug," said the doctor 
to the sailor. "This girl will be subject to me or 
I will know the reason why." 

Charlie crouched behind a chair frightened. 
.He thought that Salsya was coming toward him 
with the girl. 
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He followed silently after them, and Karina 
hearing the trouble came also. 

"What's the matter with the girl?'' asked she, 
her eyes darkening as they lighted upon the 
shrinking Hilda. "Do you want me to give lier a 
beating ?'* 

"No, not that," replied the doctor, *Tt)ut some- 
thing better." 

"Why do you allow me to beat the oth^*s and 
not her?" growled Karina. "She is no better than 
Elsie, and I had my own pleasure with her this 
afternoon. What fun it Was to see that child 
writhe and groan under the lash !" 

"Shame, shame," cried Hilda. "Are you not 
ashamed of yourselves to strike a lame child? 
Oh, may heaven deal with you as you have with 
the helpless girls you have had under your 
charge." 

"I'll soon change your mind about me," laugh- 
ed the doctor. "Charlie, turn on that faucet.^' 

The sailor looked at the weeping girl. Her 
very expression seemed to lift the haze from his 
brain, and his eyes stared out of his head, and<he 
shouted : 
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*^I will not do 80 to her — ^any but her. I will 
not, master," and then as the poor silly fellow 
saw the man coming toward him with darkening 
* brow and extended hand he pleaded : 

"I will do all you tell me to any but her — oh, I 
beg of you, I beg for her. She makes me think 
that I had a sister onca" 

"Bah," shouted Salsya; "you fool, what do you 
mean by such talk ? Do you think that I'm going 
to stand this from you? Turn on that faucet, I 
say." I 

"No.^^ 

"Turn it on,'* and Saliya raised a large whip 
which he held in his hand. 

"I will not" 

"Then take that, and that, and that." 

This emphatic remark was made by the de- 
scending of a whip upon the upturned face. 

"Don't turn it on then, fool ; I can do it myself. 
Do you think I have no hands?" 

Saying this, he shoved Hilda into the corner^ 
and then pressed a little silver faucet which wa» 
embedded in the wall. 

Down over the girl's face came a shower of 



j^48 DAif«]BU or wosaaxQ qtbos^ 

powder, little fine flour-like powder, wMeb gwLve 
out an aroma of sweet violets. 

*^hat are you doing ?^^ cried the girl, turning^ 
her face toward the doctor and watching the , 
sailor with fascinated eyes, who had not yet risen 
from the floor; "I don^t like the feeling of that — 
oh, what is it doing to me?" 

The sweet face had grown strangely pale. The 
well-set head had dropped over the shoulders. 

Karina came nearer. She noticed the change 
in the girl. 

"You are taking her mmd from her with that 
stuff," cried she delightedly. "Is that what you 
do with the girls?" 

"Of coursa Do you suppose men want those 
scratching girls in the cell now. No, we doctor 
them up nicely, and they are as peaceful and play- 
ful as kittens and as harmless as doves. Now 
watch. She will think her enemies her fri^idst 
and her friends enemies." 

Slowly Hilda turned her bright eyes upon Ka- 
rina, and a heavenly smile lit up tlic beautiful 
fnce. 

^^Oh," cried she, "you are my dear, {b^c^r friend ; 
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I would kiss you. Please let me take your hand 
in mine." 

'^Wonderful, wonderful/' muttered Earina as 
she allowed Hilda to fondle her white hand, 

"I thought I should never see you again," cried 
the giri ; "I thought r never shouldv Oh, my sweet 
lady, let me live with you." 

And back m the corner, mingled with the sweet 
voice, waslthe violent sobbing of the prostrate 
sailor. 
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OHAPTEE X. 

Two men could be seen coming through the 
night into Pell street 

**I hope you are not mistaken, Izy,'* said the 
taller of the two. "Are you sure you heard the 
knocks distinctly?" 

"Sure, three sharp knocks, and I know just 
how to give them. You'll see the door open and 
the Chinaman com^ out. When that happens 
then you give him a pelt in the head, and we'll 
both go in. See?" 

"I see, Izy," replied Branton, "and I'll just rob 
the Chinaman of his clothes and bring you with 
me into the den, and we shall soon see if the girl 
is there." 

"Be careful." 

"I will." 

"And don't let that devil of an Indian suspect 
you are there, or as sure as my name is Isfdore, as 
old Ann used to call me, you'll lose your life," 
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*'I'll watch that/' said Bpanton, "for that is 
my darling's safeguard, this good-for-nothing life 
of mine." 

The young man sighed as he said this, and it 
hurt him when he thought of those days in which 
he had made theft the one ambition of his life. 

They were now in front of a solemn-looking 
place, in the door of which was a small hole cot- 
ered with a sliding window without glass. 

Three distinct knocks Izy gave upon the door. 
Then it slowly opened and a long pigtail waved 
in the wind. 

"Nobody here," muttered the Chinaman, as he 
wandered about, for he could not see our hero and 
his friend, as they had hidden. 

At this moment the shambling form came 
within a short space of Izy and Branton, and the 
latter slipped his foot between the legs of the 
Mongolian and tripped him up, and down he went 
to the ground. In an instant Branton had him 
stripped of his clothes and Izy had the feet and 
hands of the man tied and had placed him in a 
coal hole. 
Then the two men went into the opium den and 
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closed the door. Our hero told Izy to let him 
proceed alone. ' 

He crawled into the den and took his place 
among the Chinamen^ \(^ho were smoking dope. 

**Oh, to get sight of her/^ said he some time 
after his entrance to the house. "I suppose that 
they will come in here before long. My heart is 
beating so that I can hear if 

He was lying flat upon a bench where his eyes 
could sweep the whole room, the long cue hang- 
ing from under the cap, which covered his entire 
liead. 

Suddenly the door opened and Hilda entered 
as if in a dream. Salsya followed. He looked 
about impatiently at the set of heavy sleepers, 
who were dozing and snoring in their chairs. 
Once in a while one would rouse himself enough 
to take a puff upon the pipe, only to sink again 
into a stupor. 

*'Get up and out of here,^* shouted the doctor^ 
dropping Hilda's hand and arousing the men; 
*'get out of here, I say.'' 

Hilda was standing directly in front of Bran- 
ton. He put out his hand and softly touched ker 
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hand and she turned about and looked at him 
dazedly. 

"Hush, child, it is I, Branton," said Barney in 

a low tone; "don't make a " 

Before he could finish his sentence he heard the 
girl give a great cry. She shuddered and ran to 
the doctor. 

"Oh, I am so afraid of that awful-looking 
man," cried she. "He is awful. I don't want to 
leave you.*' 

Branton sank down in a heap upon the bench. 
He thought his time had surely come. 

"Nor shall you leave me, Hilda,'' cried the de- 
lighted doctor; "that man hurt you — that is 
faithful Lee. Why, he is as harmless as a 
chicken." But Branton heard the doctor mutter : 
"That drug has fixed her, but I would rather 
have her come to me with her own mind than like 
this. It is abhorrent to ma" 

"And to me," murmured Branton, the fire leap- 
ing into his eyes. "He has drugged the poor 
I child," said he. "Oh, if I ever get my hands on 
him, I'll make him suflfer for that." 
Hilda dropped gracefully into a seat with the 
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tame expression of surprise upon her face^ as it 
the world had changed for her. 

"Dear little girl," whispered Dr. Sal^^a, "job 
have no idea how dearly I love you. Are yon will- 
ing to be my wife?" 

"Yes," muttered Hilda, brushing her face with 
her fingers. 
» "Then you will go with me back to India?" 

"Yes." 

"And will always be true to me?" 

Hilda's eyes sought his face pleadingly, and 
he? mind was his as far as his will waB concerned^ 
but her pure soul was struggling for its usual 
atmosphere. 

"Yes, yes, I will do what you want me to," said 
she, leaning over and taking his hands in hers. 

"Oh, that is heaven, child, to have you so close 
to me. I shall always be good to you, if when you 
get your senses you show me any such love as you 
do now. Sweet child, forgive me for doing this, 
but you would not let me love you otherwise." 

Salsya had then perhaps the purest feeling that 
had ever entered his breast. He was truly sorry 
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hsit be had been forced to take the ^liIld from 
lilda. to make her consent to his love* 

But Branton had stood all that was possible. 
ELe rose to his feet, and with a terrible cry flashed 
ium arm between Hilda and the doctor just as the 
latter was about to take the girl in his arms. 

^HTon shall not touch her, villain. I hate you, 
liate you more than words can say. Was ever a 
maii flo tried as I am?" 
"And who are you?" 

The doctor had risen to his feet and looked 
sharply at his servant, or at least so he supposed. 
"Branton." 
"Ah!" 

Sal&fya whipped out a revolver quickly and held 
it up close to Branton^s face. In the ejaculation 
which burst from his lips there was a tone of de- 
light, and he now had his most dreadful enemy in 
his hands. What more could he wish? 
"So I have you; now sit down." 
Hilda had drawn herself away from the men. 
Branton looked pleadingly at her, but there was 
no response to his intense expression. She ap- 
peared to consider him a stranger. 
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^^ Who is h^ d«wr?" aaked ^e imu^e^t^ of tfM 
doctor. 

Salsya burst into a langlL 

"Did you hear that, Branton? Did you hear 
her call me dear, and ask who you were? She 
little thinks that you were once her lover/' 

"Salsya," said Branton, "I beg of you to spare 
that child. She is innocent, and came all the 
way from India to escape you. Why don't yoa 
allow her to pass out of your life? She has never 
done you any harm.'' 

"No harm. I love her madly, with all mj 
strength and might Let her leave me wh^i I am 
on tiie verge of happiness? I guess not." 

"Yes, happiness wrenched from a girl's virtue 
without her will. Shame upon you. You do not 
realize what it means to her." 

"Oh, don't I? Well, just listen. Now I am 
going to give myself a treat in seeing her kill you 
with her own hands. That girl standing there is 
completely under my control, and she will do 
absolutely whatever I tell her as long as the drug 
lasts that I gave her." 

"And how long will liat be?" cried Brantra. \ 
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^^o telling; perhaps all day^ or it migkt lewe 
lep at any moment.'' 

"God grant that it leares her soon," groaned 
Barney. 

"But listen to my plan. I am going to have this 
girl kill you. Do yon hear, Branton? Kill yon 
as if you were a pig. Now, how will that satisfy 
you?" 

"Oh, God," cried Barney, 'Tiave you no mercy? 
fou kill me yourself, but do not stain her pure 
soul with such a murder and without her will." 

"Hilda," and the doctor took her hand in his,, 
"do you see that man there?" 

'TTes, yes." 

"He is your enemy." 

"Yes, yes." 

"And do you wish him dead?" 

*Te», yes." 

The girl was trying to brush the cobwebs from 
hep.poop brain. 

"Then you take this little dagger and drive it 
Seep into his heart. Do you hear, as deep as you 
can?" 

"Yes, I hear.'^ 
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It was as if some one had been walking in her 
sleep. Hilda slowly took the dagger from lie 
Indian's fingers. 

.."You want to kill him, do you not, Hilda?" 

The taunting words and the answer cut to the 
heart the young fellow sitting in the shadow of 
the raised revolver. 

"Yes, I want to kill him." 

But Barney noticed that the words were 
spoken in a softer tone than before and that there 
was an expression in the eyes of the girl he had 
not noted before. 

"Then go away back there by that door," or 
dered the doctor, "and come swiftly forward and 
drive the knife into this man's heart." 

Hilda turned to obey and Barney's eyes were 
devouring her precious figure. He could not be- 
lieve that Hilda would kill him, even at the order 
of this Indian. 

She turned on the spot where the doctor had 
indicated and came swiftly toward the table wift 
the knife upraised. As she reached the chair Bar- 
ney was sitting in she hesitated and then slowly 
dropped her hand. 
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"Strike, strike!" commanded the Indian. "Do 
you hear? Kill that man !'' 

Branton expected to feel the dagger pressed 
into his heart. But suddenly he saw come into 
Hildft's eyes a flash of intelligence and then one 
of rage. He knew that she had regained her 
senses somewhat. 
» "JKill him !'' commanded the doctor. 

"No, no," shouted the girl sharply, "not him^ 
but you, you !" 

She brought the knife down upon the arm of 
the doctor which held the revolver and pinioned 
it to the table. 

Branton made a grasp for the weapon and 
\sTcnched it from the Indian's fingers. 

"So you will order her to kill me?'' said Bran- 
ton. "Ah, Hilda, my darling, come into my arms. 
Don't you move or I may give you what you 
threatened me with." 

Hilda fully remembered now. 

The doctor sat cowering under the muzzle of 
his own gun. 

Branton had gathered his darling into his arms 
and was giving her sweet kisses when he heard a 
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footstep and wais in the act of turning when down 
npon his head came a heavy blow which felled 
him to the gronnd. 

^^Ohy you will take a good Chinaman and tro¥ 
him in the coal holee; that what he didy to me.'' 

Hilda stood over her lover, but she was soon 
dragged away. 

"Don^t hurt him/' commanded the master of 
the establishment, "for he will be the best in the 
world for me to torture after the sale to-niglit. 
Do you hear? You shall see what it seems like to 
stand in the presence of a lover being put to 
death with the most frightful tortures. Now 
then, come with me." 

Branton was placed in a room, where he w^ 
left to regain his consciousness, w^hich was not 
for many hours. He then sat up rubbing his head 
and wondering what had hit him in the faca 



Haggerdy did not mention to the detective 
when he saw him that day when our hero was 
passing through such dreadful things, that lie • 
had seen the long-sought-for man. 
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**I only came for orders," he said, and sat quiet- 
ly down and waited. 

^^I cannot imagine where that fellow Branton 
is," cried Detective O'Hara; "he must have fallen 
from the earth, or some of our sleuths would have^^ 
seen him before this." 

Haggerdy had nothing to say. 

"If I ever clap my eyes upon Mm i^ain he 
won't get off so easy. Now then, for the love of 
heaven, tell me, have you found out where that 
Indian doctor does business in Pell street? Is it 
No. 44, or what?" 

"Yep." 

"How do you know?" 

"Saw Mrs. Dean go in there." 

"Then you are to go with me to-night. How 
•are we going to enter?" 

"I don't know, but if you find a way then will 
I follow." 

So it happened that the two men went together 
to the lower part of the town and examined care- 
fully the holes about the place. 

Suddenly they came upon the coal hole in 
which the Ohinaman had been impriscmed and 
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found that some one had lately made his way 
through the window into the cellar. This was 
just the opportunity for just such men as they 
were. 

Into the dirty place they made their way until 
a light from the upper story guided their foot- 
steps in the right direction. 

"I've left word with the chief," said Kane as 
they proeeede<:l quietly along, "to be here at nine 
and to get into this house in some way. I think 
they will briEg help enough to release us if we get 
into trouble." 

Uaggerdy grunted, because he did not believe 
but what they could take care of themselves. 

"Now then, old man, you stay there in the dark 
until you hear me whistle; then you come to my 
assistance.'^ 

Haggerdy stumbled as he slouched along, and 
«uddenly he came up against a wall. 

He sat down upon the floor and was startled 
by finding something wriggling under him. 

"What in thunder is that?'* cried he. **What 
are you, man or " 
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"Man," answered a sleepy voice, and Izy crawl- 
ed from under the policeman. 

*^Wliat was you doing there?'* demanded the 
officer. 

"Only a-sleeping, waiting for my master to call 
me/' 

"And who is your master ?'' 

"Barney Branton. He is up there delivering 
his sweetheart from the hands of a beast." 

"And my master has gone to help him," replied 
Haggerdy. 

Then the two were silent for fear they would 
attract the numerous people they heard running 
around overhead. 



Kane O'Hara made his way softly through the 
house, trying every door he came to, peering iere 
and there into the rooms, until he came at last to 
a place brightly lighted, and he saw standing in 
the hall, or the narrow room, which it might be 
called, Mrs. Dean, who was talking to the doctor. 

"And she stabbed your hand, the shrew? Why 
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didn't you kill them botii? Iliej are not ftt to 
live. Why did you spare tkmn ?" 

^^8he was too valuable to do such a thing, and 
I am giving him a run for his money; that is^ I < 
am going to have the fellow tortured welL" 

"And the girl?'' demanded the woman. 

"She will be sold at my convenience,'^ was the 
answer. "Now don't you interfere with her; I 
r claim her as my special property.'* 
\ "Yes, because you love her," sneered Earina^ 

"You know you do, you miserable man." 

"You lie now, Earina. Don't let's quarrel, for 
it is not worth whila CJome, we will go in here 
and sit down." 

And as quickly as he spoke they turned into the 
room and came face to f a«e with Eane O'Hara. 
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CHAPTER XL 

**What are you doing here?" demanded the 
doctor, looking at Kane searchingly. "So you, 
too, have placed yourself in my hands like that 
fool Branton? Don't you think that fate has 
been kind to me, my Karina?" 

He was covering the detective with a revolver. 

"Hands up," cried ha And up went Kane's 
hands. 

"Now then, look steadily at that image beside 
you. Do you know what that is?'' 

Kane allowed his eyes to rest upon a hideous 
face near him. He saw that it was some kind of 
mechanism, but what he knew not. 

"Ah, O'Hara, you can't tell just what it is, but 
go closer and closer and yet closer. '^ 

The doctor was pressing the man wiiHi the 
weapon, and Kane walked to the chair. 

*^ow, sit in it," ordered the doctor. 
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Kane turned around to meet the haughty eyes 
of Karina. She laughed lightly as she saw him 
pleading with her for aid. 

"So you are going to get your just deserts, are 
you?" cried she. "Ah, O'Hara, it is not the angels 
who always gain heaven on earth.*' 

"Sit down," broke in the doctor. 

Kane felt the cold muzzle of the pistol. 

He sat down softly, and the moment he had 
reached the seat he felt two large metal arms 
closing around him. 

"How does it feel to be embraced like that? 
We call him the god Josh, and he will see that 
you die well. Now how do you like the smell of 
thatr 

Salsya pressed another button, and out over 
the detective floated a villainous powder that 
made him cough and spit with vigor. 

"Stop that, you devil," cried O'Hara. "Don't 
you know better than to choke a fellow to death?" 

"That's what I intend to do. You are never to 
leave those arms alive nor my presence, for this 
night this place will be closed and you, with Bar- 
ney Branton, will be left here to die." 
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**Barney Branton?" gasped Kane. 
**Yefl; he, too, faced the lion in his lair, and^ 
although I got a little scratch from him, it 
amounted to nothing, and now, then, here is for 
another drink of powder/' 

Again and again the button was pressed, and 
then the doctor lifted the curtain and looked at 
his victim. O'Hara was not breathing, but held 
his nose with one of his pinioned hands. 

"Oh, you'll have to draw your breath in a little 
while," said the doctor, laughing. "It won't take 
long for you to make up your mind that to 
breathe powder is better than not to breathe at 
all." 

"Look a-here, Salsya," and O'Hara waved his 
hand to beat away the poisonous drug; "look 
here, I'm at your mercy now, but if you think that 
it will always be so you are mistaken. I believe 
on my soul that I shall live to see you in the mur- 
derer's chair." 

The^Indian threw back his^head and shouted. 
"Fool," laughed he, "there is nothing on earth 
that can save you. You are as much at my mercy 
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now as Branton, and I doubt if he will efw rt< 
gain biB senses again." 

^^Nevertheless," replied Eane^ "I may now be 
I breathing your terrible stuff, hurt I shall have ttie 
"^ shackles on you yet. Phew, turn off that jKiwd^ ; 
I want to swear." 

A ringing laugh came from Earina's lips. All 
this was delightful to her. 

"Do you remember, Mr. Detective," a^Ated she, 
"when you told me that you thought I was sham- 
ming my grief? What do you think now?" 

"That you are a miserable coward and woman 
destroyer." 

"Man, too," taunted the womfan. "Here, let me 
give him a little blow," and saying this she press- 
ed the button and the detective spit loudly. 

"Just bring it to the right," said Salsya, "and 
leave him to slowly die, the cur. He will see that 
it is a case of the survival of the fittest." 

"And you are the fittest, nit," shouted the de- 
tective. Then he choked dreadfully. 

"He's, game," said the doctor. "Come, Karina, 
and let him alone." 

Scarcely had they left the room before O'Hara 
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commenced to sneease and ntter hearteending 
nokiefi. 

Then oat of a hole near hf^^ coming from an* 
i other room, crawled the figure of a man. 
f "Help, help!" cried Kane. 

The figure crawled slowly up to the chair, and 
tiien the powder was shut off and the curtains 
drawn. 

Kane O'Hara was looking into the pain-lad^n 
eyes of the prisoner he sought so diligently. 

"Let me loose, old man," cried he. "I surely 
am haying my insides pressed out and this pow- 
der will sneeze my head off." 

The work then was to find the spring that 
would loosen the arms. 

"Take my gun from my pocket," ordered Kane, 
"and if any one comes in shoot, and shoot to kill." 

Branton did as he was told, and he labored 
with the figure and at last was rewarded with 
aeeiug the great arms separate and the man rise 
to his feet. 

"God bless you, old chap. Now then, we will 
give th^a the run for their money that th^ were 
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going to give yon. Have yon any one to help 
you?" 

"Yes/' replied Branton slowly, trying^ to r^ain 
his strength; "I have Isidore Cohen." 

"And I have Policeman Haggerdy. Bnt I could 
not have called him becanse that cnss pinioned 
my arms and I could not use my whistla I^d like 
to get my hands on him." 

The young man then rehearsed to the detective 
what had happened in the room before the doctor 
gave Hilda that terrible stuff. "Oh, I, too, would 
like to get my hands on him. I wish I'd given 
him a blow that night when I went to the house 
of the Deans. He was trying to steal the money 
I was after " 

"You?'' gasped Kane. 

"Yes, I, O'Hara," cried Barney. "I was the 
king of the cracksmen, but I never took a human 
life, and I wanted money because I could not get 
honest work ; but for murder, I never did if 

"And I believe you," assented the other; '1 
shall never use your admission against you." 

The two looked into each other's face for a mo- 
ment, and there arose between them an affection 
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{rhich lasted all of their lives, and for the first 
Lnd last time this young man confessed his for- 
ner trade and then it sank out of sight. 

"I shall never steal again, O'Hara," promised 
Bran ton, "not if I save my dear sweetheart." 

"Our duty will now be to liberate all the girla 
there are in here," decided O'Hara. 

"Elsie Dean is still in the cell,'' said Branton,. 
"and she is to be sold to some Eastern rich man, 
and Mra Dean is going to claim the fprtune. If 
she becomes unmanageable, then she is to be 
killed. Let's go to the front, old man, and save 
the whole bunch with the help of heaven.'' 

There was one room in the establishment of the 
India:ii that was the terror of every prisoner. It 
was a beautifully hung apartment with draperies 
of velvet, and it was here that the buyers gath- 
ered to purchase any girl who might suit their 
fancy. 

Hilda was sitting there with her hands folded 
and looking extremely pensive. She had given 
up all hope since Barney had been sent away, and 
she did not know where he had gone to. 
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Just aa she was thinking this tha door <q^ei 
and the sailor peeped in. He saw the ocovpa^r 
and walked in slowly. 

"Miss/' he b^an, "I wonid have saved yon if I 
had been able. I begged the master to be kind t^ 
you, but I cannot remember what he said.^^ 

"Poor fellow," said Hilda rising; ^Tie has jon 
as much of a slave as the rest of us. I feel for yon 
so deeply.^ 

"I am here forever/^ admitted the sailor, "and 
no one can help me. I had a sister onee^ but I 
don't remember her name." 

"And I," b^an Hilda^ looking keenly at him, 
"had a brother, but he died in the war. My poor 
father is dead, too. Oh, I b^ of you to help me. 
Can't you bring to your mind the face of your 
o\^Ti sister, and let that help you to aid me? OL, 
please do not let him harm me." 

Her face was now covered with tears. The 
sailor worked painfully, for memory was strug- 
gling with itself. 

} "Oh, girl, if I could but remember, but this 
- bone in my head hurts so it makes me crazy.^ 
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Hilda walked up to him with h^ hands ex- 
"t^ided. 

*^Man/' b^an she, 8ob|)iDg, "look here; once 
^when I was a little girl, my dear brother put this 
anchor upon my arm. And upon his breast he 
placed a ship. And then he said to m^ ^Hilda, 
that will keep you from danger.' ^ 

The sailor's face brightened and his eyes 
sparkled for a moment. Then they again lost 
their lustre and he went back into the old state of 
weeping. 

"A ship, an anchor," said he, muttering to him- 
self, "and Hilda, Hilda, Hilda." 

This name rolled from under his tongue lov- 
ingly until he gathered from the dimmed recesses 
of his brain something out of the past. Hilda 
saw it coming. 

"I have the ship," said he, not daring to look 
up, for fear of some revolution it would make iu 
his life, but the girl was not slow to act 

"Then you are my brother Charli^ and I am 
your sister. Did not your mother tell you to take 
care of Hilda before you left home?" 
"Take care of Hilda, take care of Hilda," mut- 
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tered the other. "Oh yes, to take care of my little 
baby sister Hilda. Oh yes, yes, child, I have faund 
you. The mother on her deathbed and little 
curly-headed Hilda weeping at her side, and my 
father " 

"Stood with his arm about you," cried Hilda; 
"yes, yes, you are my dear brother Charlie. Oh, 
take me with you wherever you are going, and I 
will never leave you." 

She was close to him now, peering pleadingly 
into his face, and still the poor brain was strug- 
gling with its burden of forgetfulness. 

Suddenly there leaped into the dull eyes the 
full light of reason. 

"I remember it all," shouted he, "and just how 
you looked and what mother said to me, /Take 
care of my little baby Hilda.' And, please God, I 
jBhall care for you, my darling." 

They were in each other's arms when the door 
softly opened, but neither heard it. They were 
absorbed in the love which had been given them 
at birth. Each one remembered the tender 
mother, the dignified father, and Hilda felt now 
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that she would willingly die if her brother could 
retain his memory- 

Suddenly a voice broke upon their ears. 

"This is a nice scene," said Dr. Salsya as he 
walked into the room. 

"What does it mean?" asked he in an intense 
tone, "How dare you put your hand upon that 
woman?" 

"I am his own sister," said Hilda, keeping her 
hands upon the shrinking boy. "Don't yoii dare 
to touch him, sir ; you will destroy all hope for 
me, for I swear if you do anything to again take 
away his memory of our dear mother upon her 
deathbed, then will I kill myself and you can't 
help it. Do you understand?" 

Hilda's tone was so sharp that the doctor stood 
where he first halted. 

"I hear," said he slowly, "but that does not say 
that I heed. Now, listen, you youngsters, for I 
will not be balked in my plan. You, Charlie, go 
from the room only for a moment, as I want to 
talk with your sister, which I really believe she 
1(9, for there is a strong family resemblance." 
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Hilda still held to her brother's hand, but a 
look from the doctor made h» drop it 

^H30y C%arlie, dear, and if I want yon come at 
my calL^ 

The lad went from the room, his eyes feasting 
npon the dear face. 

Dr. Salsya ran to the girl as he went ont. 

"Hilda," he said rapidly, "if yon will accede to 
my wishes I will promise yon to always be good 
to him and never to make him my tlbol again and 
to treat yon like a qneen, and yon shall be my 
wife, my honored wife." 

"And what of the woman yon took from her 
husband, and made a criminal? What of her?^^ 

The doctor shook his head impatiently. 

"She can go to the dickens as far as I am con- 
cerned. I do not love her anyway. I wonld 
rather have her out of the way.'' 

"Maybe she will not take toilt so peaceably as 
you think," argued Hilda to save time, and for 
what? Maybe it was the two stanch yonng fel- 
lows who at that moment were looking into each 
other's eyes and vowing to help her, that made 
hair so confident. They were giving her some of 
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Vt^r strength through the mind, which is possi* 
Me, and kept Hilda parrying with the doctor. 

"I don't care what she dees," cried he again ; "I 
only want you, child, ©nly you." 
"Yon cannot have me.'' 

"Then I will," shouted he, "arid you do not 
leave this room until you are mine body and soul, 
for I love you, Hilda Murivale." 

Hilda pushed his hand from her arm. She 
lifted hers impatiently and brought it down with 
full strength upon his face. 

Mrs. Dean entered the room at that moment, 
hut not in time to see the whole thing. 

"What is the meaning of this?" cried she, look- 
ing from one to the other. 

*T[t means that I am going to tame this girl," 
cried the doctor, whose face was livid. 

"And I say that he is trying to make me love 
him." 

Mrs. Dean turned her face toward the doctor 
with a deadening look. 

"She lies, Karina," said the man ; "I was only 
trying to make her obey me, and I will not have a 
mroman about who will not ob^ me.'' 



178 DANQXBS OF WORKINO ODIUL 

He walked threateniDgly up to Hilda and gaTe 
her an expression of curiosity, becanse hare was a 
woman who dared anything for her honor's sake, 
and he loved her all the better. 

*Tou know you are lying, girl," said h^ raising 
his voice, so that Earina could hear. 

"I. was not lying, and you are a wicked man. 
You did say that you loved m^ and I will not let 
you put your hands upon me." 

Then she turned and fled to Karina, thinking 
that as a woman she could make her do as her 
heart would dictate. 

"Karina," she said,^^4f you want to keep that 
man to yourself, help me to escape. I want to go 
from here, for I do not care for your lover.'' i 
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CHAPTER XIL 

"Oh, you do not care for my lover/' sneered 
Karina; "well, my lover does not care for yqu. 
Now then, yon get out of here and let me talk to 
this naan.'^ 

"J have not finished my talk with Hilda yet, 
Karin^,'' cried the doctor; "you step outside only 
a moment, and I will tame her." 

Karina, with a look of hate, left the room and 
the doctor drew tightly the velvet curtains to- 
gether, so that no one could hear. But he had 
reckoned without his host. 

A slight quiver of the curtains and Hilda and 
the doctor were not alone. 

"Hilda, I love you," cried Salsya; "why do you 
make me suffer so? I have no one in the world 
but you, and it does seem as if my heart would 
break. Hear me, little girl, I am going to dispose 
of all those women in there to-night, and Mrs. 
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Deao can go anywhere she wiabes^ but yen aw to 
go with me." 

"I will not,'^ said Hilda; "you beloi^ to her, 
and I do not want you." 

"Don't trifle with me^ child/' gasped the doc- ' 
tor. "To-night you will have to make your choice. 
Now, then, for getting together all and finishing 
up with New York, and when you leaYe this town 
this night you will go as my wife, mine body and 
soul." 



Branton and O'Hara were in a Uttle room 
where they had quietly hidden. Branton knew 
all the plans of the doctor, and then had arranged 
themselves accordingly. 

The room of mystery was all lighted up for the 
evening, and the poor victims were dressed for 
the sale after a dose of the powder^ which was 
well sprinkled over them. Each girl laughed in 
her hideous glee and thought that Dr, Sah^a was 
her dearest friend. ^ 

Branton gnashed his teeth angrily, and O'Hara ' 
nudged him in the ribs. 
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'*Ke^ puffing at your pipe/' whispered he, "tor 
that will make the old man liiink that you are 
one of them. Look at the Dean woman ; she looks 
twenty years older than ever before/' 



When Mrs. Dean heard the words from Dr. t 
Sal^ya's lips she nearly lost her reason, and she 
knew now that Hilda had told the truth. She, 
too, crept into the mystery room, with her spirit 
crushed and broken, but she had made up her 
mind to get even with the doctor and see that he 
was not happy with the woman whom she hated. 

She seated herself not far from Branton and 
Kana They were both holding their heads down, 
80 that their faces could not be seen. 

Dr. Salsya came in leading Hilda. 

Branton had seen Izy before, telling him to be 
ready, as while they might not need their help yet 
that it was better to be on the safe side. 

Then the great climax in all their lives came. 

Dr. Salsya commenced his talk, and said that 
it pleased him to be able to give to every man the 
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woman he wanted. There was no chance f<Nr a 
disagreeable^ for they ahonld take their choice. 

The poor doped fools laughed and giggled, onl j 
Hilda being in her right mind. The moment she 
entered the room she held out her hands to her 
brother, and Salsya, not wanting to make her 
obstinate, allowed him to stand close to her. 

Just as the sale commenced a voice came out of 
the corner : '^I demand that this woman be sold 
first !'^ 

It was Mrs. Dean, with her finger pointing 
straiglit at Hilda. 

"I swear that she shall not be sold, woman,'* 
cried the doctor. "I have done with you. Do not 
try to interfere with my business, and please do 
not bore me any more.'' 

With this flung in her face, the woman sank 
upon a divan. 

*^Are you not ashamed, man?" cried Hilda. 

Karina jumped up. 

^'I don't want your sympathy. Miss. You will 
die now. I will deal with this man." 

Then going up to the doctor, she said : * 

^^And this is the man I have sinned for, the man 
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1 allowed to kill my husband, who was so kind to 
me always?'' 

**Woman/' shouted Balsya, "do you know what 
yon are saying? Dare utter another word liko 
that and I'll settle you. I'm going to marry this 
girl ! Do you understand?" 

**And I say you shall not," and Earina started 
for Hilda with her fingers in the air. 

A shot rang out through the room and Earina 
staggered and fell, with a bullet in her heart from 
the smoking weapon held in the hand of Salsya. 

"She nor no one else shall balk my plans now,** 
growled the doctor. "Now, gentlemen, we will 
proceed with the sale." 

A door was opened and another lot of girls 
came giggling in and their condition made Bran- 
ton grind his teeth. 

"I'll make him suffer for what he has done,*^ 
said he under his breath to Eana 

Hilda was still with her brother, in whose ^es. 
a dangerous light was shining. 

"No one need look at this young lady," cau- 
tioned Salsya as he saw the buyers going among 
tiie giris with greedy eyes ; "she belongs to me." 
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The sailor lifted up his hand : ^1 s«j she h^ 

longs to me/' said he. 

^'Don't be a fool, Charlie," lathed the doetorj 
"you are both in my power." 

"And you are in mine,'' dionted Branton, 
jumping for the doctor. ^^Now take your hands 
from that girl. Take them off, I say !" 

^'Not so fast, Mr. Branton. So you have e<«ie 
to life again. Just you take this !" and he leveled 
his gun at the young man's face and fired. 

But Hilda had knocked it from his fingers sud- 
denly, and the bullet went into the air. 

A Chinaman came in answer to the ringing of 
the bell in the hands of the doctor. 

"Lee," shouted Salsya, "do your duty." 

The strangers were looking on curiously^ not 
caring to take a hand in the fray. 

Lee made a bolt for Branton, but was stopped 

by a bullet from the gun held by Kane. Tbexk 

came a deadly onslaught. The servants poured 

in and helped Dr. Salsya to again gain posseseooQ 

^of Hilda. 

He placed his arm about Hilda and commenced 
to draw her toward the door. In Us httad was 
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a loaded revolver. A lot of frightened girls, yast 
getting back their senses^ crowded abont Bran- 
ton, begging to be taken to their homes and push- 
ing off any detaining hand which might be placed 
upon them. 

The doctor had only gotten as far as the door, 
when he felt a touch upon his arm. 

Turning he inet a fearful blow from the fist of 
Charlie, now in Jfull possession of his senses. 

"Fly, Hilda,^' cried Charlie, and, woman-like, 
she fled to Branton. 

The servants were cowed by the death of 
their master, and suddenly as they were looking 
upon the scene they heard a great din outside, 
and the whole front of the house literally fell out 
with the pounding of the police. 

There was then no more trouble. Branton took 
his lady love away, and they were quietly mar- 
ried. Kane O'Hara and Izy, with Policeman 
Haggerdy, were witnesses for Barney as far as 
the murder of Dean was concerned. 

Elsie insisted upon dividing her fortune with 
Hilda. Branton at first refused it, but the lame 
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child felt so badly that nothing coold be done but 
to accept 

Hilda waa happy in being restored to her 
brother, and he and Branton went into bnoness 
together. 

Eane was one of their most frequent yisitorsL 



Only three other characters are to be disposed 
of. Ann, **the mighty," was tired of waiting for 
Izy, and when Haggerdy proposed to her she ac- 
cepted him, and when Izy heard that she was mar- 
ried he went oflf on a three days' drank and was 
happy once more. 

One morning when Hilda and Elsie were alone 
in Hilda's home they were talking over the past. 
Branton stole in upon them and took his wife's 
face in his hands and kissed her. 

^^We were just saying, dear,'' said Hilda, "that 
this time last year we were all so unhappy.'' 

"Yes," replied Elsie, "what a year can bring 
forth!" 

Branton stood thinking for a few momente 
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irhen another step announced the coming of some 
me else. 

"It's Charlie," said Hilda. 

"Yes, it is I, dear* little sister,^* whispered the 
brother in her ear, "and only to-day I was thank- 
ing my Heavenly Father for giving me back my 
mind so that I might help do away with one of the 
terrible Dangers of Working Girm/^ 



SHfl END« 
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THE REASON 

/npVHERE'S A REASON, and this is it : I have 
j^ been a traveling man for twenty-five yeais. 
My line, daily, weekly and monthly publi- 
cations. Territory covered, the United States, 
Canada and Mexico. In twenty-five years' traveling, 
homing up at good, bad and different hotels, one 
meets many kinds of people and comes in contact 
with the ever-ready, irrepressible, indispensable, ti^ 
expecting, hustling 'and intelligent bell-boy. 
♦ On a special Summer Resort trip for the New 
Yerk Herald, I met the bell-boy who made the con- 
fession. He was one of the live 'Tioppers" at the 
Montenesca on Mount Pocono, Pa. 

THE AUTHOR. 
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The Confessions ol a 
Bell Boy 



CHAPTER L 



The Hopper TeUs of His Early Dojfs <md E\i 
Break Into the Game— How He Worked tk 
Sympathy Gag on the Emd-Hearted Guest 



'^Let's see. I have been in this game, bell 
hopping, about nine years now. Started in at ii 
in a little Raines law joint np in York State. 
Every time I think of that eatery and drinkery. 
mostly drinkery, with the necessary nnmber of 
rooms to meet the law's requirements, I think that 
the law is a funny game, though few lawyers are 
humorists." 

I did not stay at my first job long, because^ as 
a rule, bottled beer joints are long on noise m 
short on tips. Beating it away from this troUej 
town where I first ice-watered an overnight thirst 
I managed to connect for a hopping job in Syrs 
cuse. Gee, you ought to have seen me in my first 
suit of blue with the nuirble-shaped buttons sji 

4 
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the Tommy Atkins hat. Honest, I felt as if I was 
in a masquerade suit all the time, but as the 
strangeness of the **ad*^ suit wore off, the clothes 
wore on, and I was happy. 

I stayed long enough in Syracuse to get on to 
a f e^v wrinkles I did not know in Waterville, and 
then on to the big screech, as I always longed, as 
every country boy does, to see New York. 

My time spent in the Waldorf was the best ex- , 
perience I had before or since. It stood me well 
in the Auditorium in Chi., Willard's in Washing- 
ton, Green's in Pasadena, the St. Francis in 'Fris- 
co, the Angelus in Los Angeles and the other top- 
notchers from one end of the country to the other. 
I was never particular as to hopping. Any posi- 
tion from check room to porter or assistant porter, 
just so I got what the chambermaids in the Ryan 
in St. Paul calls a '^ob.'^ 

When I look back at what I have seen in my 
five years of hotel life I think that there is a lot 
of bunk in the world; that all is not gold that glit- 
ters ; that things are not wjiat they seem and that 
married couples on the register are not married 
on the level. 

I've seen old gents with school-girl brides and 
antique dames with student husbands. I've seen 
near-guests of hotels write more letters in one day 
on the house stationery than the real guests would 
in a week. I've mailed correspondence in hotels 
that nailed co-respondents later on. 
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Bell-hopping in the Waldorf *s, Plaza ^s and St. 
Regis's leads one to believe that men are not the 
only naortals that travel on their shapes. 

To some men and women, too, the jingle of the 
ice in the pitcher sounds better in the morning 
than the jingle of gold. 

Oh, yes, bell-hopping pays. But money does 
not drop from trees and is seldom given unless 
for service, and good service at that. True, there 
-are ways of getting tips, that is, good tips, and by 
good tips I mean from one to ten dollars. One 
of the best wrinkles for getting the green is the 
working-through-college gag that was invented, 
or rather first used, by a captain of hops now at 
the Willard when he was at the Waldorf. ! 

You know there are a lot of people who want 
to hold a bell-boy in conversation and get the story 
of his life, and, if the story listens well, tips the 
boy to a greenback. 

I remember during my time at the Annex in 
Chicago I hoppfed to the suite of a guest who ap- 
peared to me, and afterward proved as such, to 
be one of those good-natured, fatherly old gen- 
tlemen, who, when I had taken his letters to mail, 
asked me for the life-story stuff. I had just heard 
of that working-through-college stunt as an end to 
that poor-but-honest-parent tale, ai^d as the guest 
brought on the trouble himself, I concluded to 
hand it to him. 

I was a little nervous at first, as I had not se- 
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lected my college or the course I was to take up, 
but I thought of my Waldorf experiences and de- 
termined to get through with the josh or cotmt 
my maiden effort a failure. As was to be expect- 
ed, the old gentleman asked me the college and 
the courses I was to pursue. Without batting an 
eyelash I come back .with that Skeeter State 
schoolery, Rutgers College in Jersey, and the 
courses civil engineering and mechanics. Fine! 
Worked like a charm and seemed to revive old 
memories in the old gentleman. He shot a lot of 
talk at me about draughting, shades and shadows, 
linear perspective and junk like that, and wound 
up with a story of his junior year at college, when 
he was tied up to them differential calculus things 
and a lot more of that rah-rah stuff that those soft- 
hat kids use. 

Now don't get impatient. I got a good tip all 
right, but I have been wondering from that day 
to this how I got away with the spiel, especially 
when I think that the old gentleman who gave me 
the ten-spot was a short-pipe and soft-hat boy him- 
self in his young days. 

Sister at boarding school was Mike Joyce's tip- 
getter from old ladies who longed for the life 
story tale from Mike. I tried it once, but made an 
awful mess of it. It is a simple story, easily told: 

In my own case it was easy to dig up a collesro 
and the penalties, that is, the studies, but in tlie 
case of a sister, the shuffle spoiled the deal, and I, 
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like a chtunp, picked out Vassar College, the only 
one I could think of at the moment, as a boarding 
school for sister, and would you believe it, the 
lady to whom I was telling the tale was one of the 
professors at the college. Sister at boarding 
school is Mike Joyce's stuff from that day to this. 

Well, I should say it is. Interesting! Why, 
a bell-boy gets more insight into human nature 
than does any mortal living. We meet with all 
classes, from the liberal tipper to the man who 
washes his light linen in his room. 

We think more of a dime from a tightwad than 
we do of a dollar from a sport. 

We get a lot of fun from paging those near- 
guests who leave their 9 x 11 rooms to mingle with^ 
the money guys in the corridors, grills and cafes. 

*' Married, but not to each other,'' is not new, 
fiut we know what it means. 

That cooing-couple thing is a scream for tlie 
first few days. 

We can always tell a kike drummer; he wants 
everybody to know he's from New York. 

We find that the man with the Broadway front 
aoes not always have the Wall Street backing. 

I Ve seen blonde ladies enter hotels that did not 
look that way when I brought up the ice water. 

The average dining-room girl in the **two-ups'' 
thas got so lately that she can laugh at the small 
Itown comedy stuff the one-trunk drummers hand 
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Oh, yes, it pays to be pleasant and agreeal 
b»t some guests expect a dollar's worth of oi 
mism for a dime. 

The wise guy ridicules a tightwad in a hot 
but the tightwad has the long greens when tu 
wise guy has the blues. 

Walking from the depot to the hotel to save 'V: 
fare is some men's means of economizing in orcf 
that they can afford a dollar 'g worth of talk wi.. 
a manicurist. 



CHAPTER IL 



Th^ Hopper and His Views on Ewm^n Nature; 
Hotu He Made a Tightwad Loosen Up on His- 
Rubber-Band Bankroll. 



If there is anything one hopper loves to do to 
anotlier, in a spirit of good nature and fellowship, 
it is to prove that a tip can be had from a tight- 
wad with the thank-yon habit, when the other hop- 
pers failed to connect. 

Between seasons, that is, jnst as the summer 
IiOTises had closed and the winter ones had not 
opened, I beat it back to the Denman Thompson, 
"but, having acquired the roving habit, the old 
homestead stunt did not appeal to me, and once 
more it was the rails between me and the rooster 's 
Growings. 

On the way from Waterville to New York I met 
an old pal of mine from Los Angeles on the train. 
He had hit it good out in God's country, and as 
he was a thoroughbred New Yorker, he came back 
East and was running a **two-up'' in Troy. 

Yon know the bell hops in those $2.00-a-day 
houses win never get rich on tips, but they are 
working and getting experiences, and iha^ is some- 

n 



12 THE CONFESSIONS OF A BELL BOY 

thing. My friend proposed that I get off at Troyj 
and spend a few days at his house as his guest. 
Troy for mine on that guest thing, and my stay- 
there WAS in the nature of a vacation. 

They had an occasional guest at the Eiveredge, 
my friend's house, that used to come in from out 
Eensselaer way. This tightwad was a retired 
farmer who was never known to tip a bell-boy, 
dining-room girl or barber, and the help used to 
hate to see him come into the house. My friend, 
the proprietor, and I were talking about this old 
mortgage chaser and we finally made a bet of ten 
dollars that if I were to hop in the house ifor the 
length of the Rubers stay there that I could not 
work him for a tip. 

Once again a bell-hopper. The day the Eub'e 
registered I became subject to **front, ice water 
in thirty-two, call twenty-six and bring down the 
baggage from eighteen.'^ The other bell-bo|rs, a 
day and a night, were in on the scheme and every 
time Mr. Rube's bell rang it was me for the three 
flights up to thirty-seven back. 

The old fellow was on a flash drunk, that is, 
sticking to his room after one trip out for his bot- 
tled booze. Never the bar for him, and as ice 
water was free to guests, it was a continual run 
upstairs with it, and, nary a tip. 

After three days it began to look as if I woidd 
lose my bet, but I didn't. The old fellow and I 
became chunamy. I told him some stories andj^. 
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described some of the places in Troy where he 
had never been. He took quite a fancy to me an(^ 
made me his confidant. He said he had alwayd 
wanted to see city life, as he had read of it, and 
\ that if I wonld be his gnide he wonld make me a 
' ^i-esent of fifty cents, and as an evidence of good 
faith wonld pay me, then and there, instantaneous 
and on the moment, by an order on the clerk, one 
whole twenty-five-cent piece on account. My bet 
was won. The. proprietor, who was the clerk, ac- 
cepts his order and considered the twenty-five 
cents as a tip. I kept my part of the agreement 
with the old fellow and spent an evening with him 
seeing the sights. Before the old fellow left town 
he went the limit, cut out the flash act and made 
friends with the bartender, acquired a taste for 
a good time in Troy, and hiked to New York for 
a better one. Nothing could come too swift for 
the ** retired farmer '^ when he put up at the Cen- 
tral in New Jork, 



CHAPTER in. 



IVherein the BelUHop Tells That It Fays to Bi 
Civil and Obliging to Ancient Maidens Wit] 
New Money. 



Get me on this and get me right. Some of th< 
ioppers that I have hopped with in the swells anc 
the two-lips make it a practice to avoid, if possi 
ble, rings from the rooms of the females who al 
ways look nnder the bed for men before retiring 
iThis class of female, as you know, are old maidf 
who, for some reason or other, have be«n passec 
up in the marriage lottery thing, and who wit! 
their shaire of the estate, take to traveling to kil 
time and to forget that there ever was such 2 
human as man. 

I remember one case in particular where a kind 
hearted lady came across with the ready to sucl 
an extent that I was the glad-rag kid and wore a 
glistener out of a century note which she gave mc 
for a Christmas tip. 

You know, there are always swell people at the 

;Willard, and a tip of a century note is nevei 

missed, comparatively speaking, by people whc 

16 
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put up at the well-known and excellent hotels; and 
this lady in question, who gladdened my budding 
youth with one hundred dollars as a tip, sure had 
the long green in bundles, and in all sincerity I 
hope she never has the bad luck to meet up with 
any of those summer resort porch-walkers — those 
good-looking guys with the three suits — ^blue 
serge, white flannel and evening— and whose big 
hit is the saving from drowning these timid misses 
who purposely get sand in their stockings to show 
that they were bathing, because if she ever does, 
it is good-bye to the bankroll. I put in a season 
at Brighton Beach, and saw these porch-walkers 
work, rough in some instances, but always pro- 
ductive. 

But to get back to my story: 
' I didn't do anything out of the ordinary to get 
the hundred. Just polite and quick in the serv- 
ices rendered, unless it was that her pets, a dog, 
a cat and a parrot, seemed to take a fancy to me 
to such an extent that I as looked upon by the 
lady as a tutor to her bird, a thing for her oat to 
rub against, and the only one in the house that 
petted Fido. 

You should have seen the other hops look in 
surprise when I showed that crisp new century 
Christmas morning. Some of them thought it was 
merely an errand to change it for the lady, but 
when I took the bunch down to Schoonmaker's on 
the avenue and blew them to the eats, and once 
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up on the busy water they commencea to realize 
that I was ^ hundred in. 

I didn't sailor the money — ^not by a darned sight. 
Just got busy on the new clothes thing and the re- 
deeming of a glistener that uncle held and would 
have run out the second week in January. 

You can't sour me on ancient females. They 
may be aged and crabbed, but their money is new 
and always welcome. 




'*Tliat Lonesome Lucy act the stenograpliera do on 
their two-Weeks* trip to the Lake House runs for 
Sweeney. Did you ever yet see » woman who could 
l»addle her own canoe?*' 



■■P ' "■ « l'aii*lii-«"j 




''You can't senr me on ancient females. Tbay ouy ^ CUmUEX i 

grabbed, but tlielr au^negr is new and welcomo»" 



CHAPTEE IT. 



The Betl'Boy Splits Fifty With the Female BooTc 
Agent Who Wanted to Make a Six Months^ 
Stay in Sioux Falls. 



I know you are going to ha ha with me, and 
say easy picking, when I tell you about a coin 
separation scene wherein I was on the giving end, 
but as there is one bom every minute I think my 
birth, came off in Binghamton. 

It was in a two-up in the Parlor City where this 
peach of a book agent poured out her life tale to 
me. She had a rate rocpi on the same floor as 
mine, and was working the town on a book called, 
''Our Merchant Princes,'^ a lot of dope about 
Binghamton 's leading business men. Her scheme 
was to get the picture and life story stuff of the 
town's fall guys. She did not charge them any- 
thing — not a single penny, but each merchant 
prince was to be assessed his share of the cost o* 
the book and the illustrations. Of course, some of 
the princes had more picture and more reading 
about them than the others, and of course again 
paid a larger assessment. But this is not what I 
started to tell you about. ^ 
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One night when I was off watch the little beauty 
invited me into her room to help her get her list of 
princes arranged in form for the printer. I did 
not put up a kick because of being asked to be a 
literary guy, as a poor bell-boy must do anything* 
he is requested to do in those two-ups. 

Say, no wonder these fall guys of merchant 
princes fell for that book agent's salve. When I 
looked at her in her room, I though she was about 
the niftiest little skirt that I had ever seen, and 
believe me, pal, I've noticed a few. 

And she was a good fellow, too, and seemed to 
put alot of confidence in me, as she told me that, 
in a girlish escapade, whatever that meant, she 
hitched up to a rah-rah in Boston, who never did 
anything after their marriage but smoke cigs and 
sing glee songs. Anyway, she was working hard 
to raise funds, as she put it, to spend six months 
in Sioux Falls and get a divorce from her walking 
encyclopaedia of a husband. 

She made an awful hit with me, she did, and 
when she put her arms around me and cried she 
certainly made me feel as if I'd just like to land on 
that college guy's map. 

"Well, anyway, I don't know how she got next 
to it, but she found out that I had about seventy 
dollars saved up for my winter trip and Florida 
snap, and when she asked me to advance — that's 
the word she used — her fifty dollars toward her 
Sioux Falls trip, I didn't faU=-not for the fifty— 
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but told hjQT I would go half way with her, and the 
next night I peeled off thirty-five bones ©nt of myj 
seventy bank roll and gave it to that book agent 
toward her Sioux Falls expenses. 

She beat it from Binghamton a short while after 
with the advance assessments from the merchant 
princes and my thirty-five, and all I can say is 
that I might have fallen heavy, but I did not feel 
the drop. 




•'Oh, yes, I've played the horses from Ste^?i«diase 
to 'Frisco, but the guy that caUs me Pittfl^lfftil FttI 
lULS got »o wrong.'* 



CHAPTER V. 



e Summer Resort Porch-Walker Gets to the 
Bellr-Boy for a Stick-Pin That Mamie, the News- 
stcmd Girl, Gave Him. 



I don't blame half the world for thinking that 
3 other half is not on the level. Nor am I ono 

those weeping Willies that go around moan* 
?: *^ There's not a soul in all this world that 
res a dam for me.'' 

I sometimes think it does not pay to be good* 
itured and do the sad, sad tear act for one hi 
ouble, and as for being kind^ — oh, well, naturi^'s 
)t you bulged and what you do once you do again. 
But, honest, it was a shabby trick that poiv li- 
allcer at Brighton played me. And, mind you^ 
iTsed to keep that guy in makings while he ^^as 
'onting at the beach. And, oh, how he con Id 
noke those tuberculosis promoters — cigarettus 
:om morning till night. 

My old mother used to say, *^6ive the devil liis 
ue," and I will say this about that guy, that if lie 
ad any coin he'd split fifty-fifty with you; that is. 
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if he ever had any coin; And as for being wi 
they call a nice fellow, he certainly was a beaut- 
built like Jeffries, a josher like Joe Humphrey 
and a better looking man than Eobert Mante 
On the level, I think he was on the house's pay r< 
for doing the gallant with the ladies on the pore:. 

One night, as I was going off watch, I met tL 
blue-shirt hero, and, say, this guy would hav 
made a dandy hero in ''The Mills Must Close T- 
Day, Lads,'' drama, and he was there with L 
.evening raiment, spick and span. He noticed : 
wore a stick-pin, a little lover's knot, half-kan:: 
thing, that Mamie, the newsstand girl in th. 
Union, gave me and said: 

**Say, kiddo, pretty goods, that.'' 
, * ' Pretty goods, what T ' I asked. 

** Why, that little stick-pin you Ve got there. Ler 
me wear it to-night, won't you, kid?" 

^*Let you wear it to-night!" I said. ** Where 
did you ever see any one wear stick-pins in even- 
ing dress?" 

*' Eight as a clock, son, right as a clock, but I 
auto after dinner, kid, and I want to wear it then.'* 

Did I fall for his wish that he wear my pin? 
Yes, to be honest, I did, and about ten o'clock 
that night at Feltman's there was our porch- 
walker in his natty blue serge suit — the center of 
a jolly auto party and Mamie's little true lover's 
knot, half-karat diamond, glistening to beat the 
band in his white tie. 
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Naw, I never got the pin back. Said he lost it 
^larking with the ladies on the auto trip. But, 
Y, you ought to see that fellow in evening clothes 
a beach danee. 




**tlie Waiaert i3 a great place for Uia Olf fte idi 
atiboiMkfrt'* 
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put up at the well-known and excellent hotels; and 
this lady in question, who gladdened my budding 
youth with one hundred dollars as a tip, sure had 
the long green in bundles, and in all sincerity I 
hope she never has the bad luck to meet up with 
any of those summer resort porch-walkers — ^those 
good-looking guys with the three suits — ^blue 
serge, white flannel and evening — ^and whose big 
hit is the saving from drowning these timid misses 
who purposely get sand in their stockings to show 
that they were bathing, because if she ever does, 
it is good-bye to the bankroll. I put in a season 
at Brighton Beach, and saw these porch-valkers 
work, rough in some instances, but always pro- 
ductive. 

But to get back to my story: 
' I didn't do anything out of the ordinary to get 
the hundred. Just polite and quick in the serv- 
ices rendered, unless it was that her pets, a dog, 
a cat and a parrot, seemed to take a fancy to me 
to such an extent that I as looked upon by the 
lady as a tutor to her bird, a thing for her cat to 
rub against, and the only one in the house that 
petted Fido. 

You should have seen the other hops look in 
surprise when I showed that crisp new century 
Christmas morning. Some of them thought it was 
merely an errand to change it for the lady, but 
when I took the bunch down to Schoonmaker's on 
the avenne and blew them to the eats, and once 
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up on the busy water they commencea to realize 
that I was ^ hundred in. 

I didn't sailor the money — ^not by a darned sight. 
Jnst got busy on the new clothes thing and the re- 
deeming of a glistener that uncle held and would 
have run out the second week in January. 

You can't sour me on ancient females. They 
may be aged and crabbed, but their money is new 
and always welcome. 




'*Thal Lonesoiiie Lucy act the stenographers do on 
their two-Weeks* trip to the Lake House runs for 
Sweeney. PId you ever yet see » woman wlio coiil^ 
l^addlo her •wn canoe?** 
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' Out by the Mission one day on my morning off, 
a guest of the house asked me to jump in beside 
him on his drive back to the Springs. When we 
were driving he said: 

**Want to make a hundred dollars, sonf 

'* That's us,*' I answered. 

'^Easy money, boy," said the guest. **I want 
you to tell my lawyer that while I was on a busi- 
ness trip to 'Frisco my wife, in my absence, dined, 
wined and autoed with strange men." 

I looked in disgust at the man and said: 
\ '*A plant, hey?" 

* * You 're right, boy, and you are pretty bright at 
that. By the way, son, make la good story of it; 
you know the drives out to San Miguel, Lake San 
Ysbel and the road of moss-covered oaks, the trip 
to the Furnace, and so on — ^just so you get your 
story perfect — and I will make it two hundred!" 
the schemer said. 

It is too bad that I am telling this story, be^ 
cause it might sound fishy to you, but it is a fact. 

I jumped but of that rig quick as a flash, pulled 
the lines out of the cur's hand so he could not 
drive off, and said : 

**Come down here, you cur, and I'll beat your 
head off. You call yourself a man. If ever you 
start trouble for your wife I'll go to court against 
you. Come down or drive on — ^you brute." 

Get out and fight? No— not in a thousand years 
would a dog like that man proved himself to be. I 
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threw him the lines and called him a name that 
spells corpse in Texas, and he drove on. 

I like tips, and hundred-dollar tips look good 
to me — but I'll get them for honest service or not 
at aU. ' 




•'The man vith tbc Broadway ffwt 
doM not always bave tbe Wali 8Ui8| 



CHAPTER Vn. 



3f r, BeU-Hop Trails with Battling Nekon and Geis 
a Rubber Band Bank Roll from the Battler's 
Win Over Joe Gans. 



Cane pretty soft for me in good old California, 
it did, and as I got coin in plenty in the way of tipf 
from the live ones who winter there, I began to 
feel quite Bockerf ellerish. 

I gness I am like everybody else who feels as 
if a silver dollar was made ronnd to go 'round. 
and, as my bank roll increased, I began to have 
that hike feeling which means move the boat. 

I made np my mind to get back East, for the 
cat will always return to its first home, and by 
slow stages, not the Erie or B. & 0., by the way, 
I got to Trisco from Los Angeles. 

About the time I reached 'Frisco that good oVu 
town was all excitement over the coming fight be 
tween Battling Nelson and the chocolate soldier. 
Joe Gans. I had seen the Dane in action witl 
Terry MoOovem, who the Battler in his boo^ 
truthfully says **was the greatest of them all ir. 
his day,'* and I knew that if the Dane coul3 keei 
that little whirlwind, that prince of good fellows. 
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Terrible Terry, busy, that Gans would be an also- 
ran. 

"Well, you ought to see the crowd out to that 
fight on July 4th. Of course, the papers told all 
about it, some of them going so far as to say that 
the crowd filled all of San Mateo County, but it 
was a crowd, and a fight, at that. 

In the tenth round of the fight it looked like 
Gans' round, and a bookmaker seated near me 
started in to yell his head off for Joe. He screamed 
at the top of his voice, "Ten to one on Gans! 
Ten to one on Gans!'' 

**Give me fifty worth of that," I said, and as 
quick as a flash the bookie said: 

'* You 're on.'; 

Everybody knows the result of that fight, and 
it seems to me that every bell-hop in 'Frisco knew 
that I had made a winner on the Battler's victory, 
because they, like all the rest of humanity who 
are in the Good People's Union, believe in help- 
ing a friend in need. 

In Chi., on a recent visit, I came across Nel- 
son's book, *' Battling Nelson," and when I read 
the story of the Gans fight I made up my mind 
that if I ever met the Dane I would tell him about 
my five hundred win the day he handed the dull, 
sickening thud thing to the chocolate soldier at 
Colma. 



CHAPTER Vni. 



"^nd "Now It Is That the Bell-Boy Breaks Into 
Rhyme and Describes m Verse His Views of the 
Many Cities That He Has Visited. - 



Yes, indeed, I have been around a bit and I sup- 
pose you wonder why I am so well posted as to 
the leading cities of this country. 

The explauation is easy and the reason is — ac- 
quired geography. By acquired geography I mean 
beating it from one State to another and finding 
it out by actual experience,, that is, learning the 
capitals of the States, the rivers they are on, etc. 

Mostly all bright school children now the capi- 
tals of the leading States, but not all of the capi- 
tals. And, furthermore, there are many bright 
men who do not now the capital of the State of 
Kansas. They may now the name of the capital 
city of Kansas, but if you want to have fun with 
your friends just ask: 

**What is the capital of Kansas!*' 

Lots of your friends will quickly answer: 

**Why, Topeka, of course, on the — on the — oh, 
let me see — ^what river is Topeka onf 

And that is why»I say acquired geography. Go 
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there and see the capital and swim in the river, 
as I did many and many the time. 

That list of cities in The Man With the Grip is 
my sentiment of them, and, believe me, I know the 
•following rhymes by heart : 

Albany 

Somewhat hilly, somewhat chilly, 
For some folks who went away, 

Just to see gay life in Paris 
After Hughes had had his say. 

Atlanta 

Growing every day, 
Southerners are proud of her, 
Very well they may. 

Baltimore 

By the Chesapeake it does nestle 

'Tis a place of happy homes, 
[Where they cultivate the oyster 

And delve into musty tomes. 

Boston 

On Browning, beans and brown bread, 

The Common and Faneuil Hall, 
The boy with the specs and retrospects, 

Fair Boston has the call. 
She^s a hustling winner, 
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Beooklyn" 

It is nice as a home city, 

There's a big bridge to walE 
tAjid a nickel will take you 

From it to New York. 

Btjtfalo 

There with the business, 

There with the cash; 
Hustle and bustle, 

Bustle and dash. 

BXJTTE 

Going some, growing some, 

Helena the same; 
But Butte's got her guessing; 

On the growing game. 

Chioagkx 

Always something doing. 

Always something done^,» 
Ever on the hustle. 

And it's run, run, run. 

Cincinnati] 

Business in daytime, 

Pleasure at night, 
!£ good time at all times, 

If one is in right. 
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On the lake, on the make, 

In the push and bustle; 
Bankers not the wisest there, 

Woman made them hustle. 

Denver 

There ^s a city one should see. 

Western in its make; 
If you've never made the place, 

.Go for knowledge sake. 

Detboit 

Clean as a whistle, 

Straight as a string, , 

Looking for a model? 

Detroit's just the thing. 

Hartford 

Though biggest it is 

In the old State of Conn., 
New Haven is hustling 

The capital on. 

Indianapolis 

'A welcome hand, a welcome smile, 

A greeting good and strong; 
If you're in right in this great town 

You never can go wrong. 
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Jebsby Cmr 

It's opposite Gotham, 
In winter 'tis fine, 
In summer, mosquitoes; 
No, thanks, none for mine. 

Kansas City 

On a bluff at present. 

But it won't be so always; 
**K C/' will be on the level 

Some of these fiays. 



LOUISVILUI 

Famed the world over, t | 

In line with its State ; 
Like good Old Kentuc^, 
The city is great. 

MlLWAUKBB 

Good beer, good cheer, 

A sail on the lake, 
A visit to breweries, 

And all yon can take. 

MONTBEAi; 

Up to date in customs, 

Though ancient in its ways; 
A city of churches, 

iWhich o'er Brooklyn lays. 
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Nbwabk 

A hustling, bustling, lively place, 
One that is growing each day, 
In the race Jersey City is not also rtto, 
^1 For Newark is running away. 

New Geleans 

Great, greater, greatest, 

Then great and some more; 
!A trip in the winter 

When Eastern racing is o^er. 

New Yobk 

The gateway, the greatway, 

The White Way has the call, 
From the Battery to Harlem, 

They're ** showing" them alL 

Omaha 

Nebraska's pet. 

And don't forget. 
That she'll be heard from 
^ Plenty yet. 

Philadelphia! 



They say it is staid 
And quiet in its waysj 

It may be for people 
SVe speak of a^ ** jays. 
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PiTTSBXJEG 

IK city of great promise, 

I should like to live there, 
lAnd then come back to New Yori^ 

A steel millionaire. 

P0BTLANT> 

"Which one shall I speak of? 

Be it Oregon or Maine? 
They're both of them winners^ 

And each shows a gain. 

Peovidbnce 

The pet of Rhode Island, 

The capital, too; 
If *^Bhody'' lost Providence 

Pray, what wonld it do? 

ROCHESTEB 

Bochester is bnilding np. 

That is what I say. 
But you ought to hear what Buffiile would^ 

If she had her way. 

San Fbanoiscjo 

There's a charm in the name, 

Tis a dream of a place; 
What you can't get in 'Frisco, 

Count out of the race. 
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Seattos 

For the man from Alaska, 

Seattle is fine; 
Bring a pile from the Klondike, 

And then down the line. 

Spmngfibld 

Is it Mass, or is it Dl? 

That's for you to say; 
When I tell yon they are twins. 

Growing every day. 

St. Louib 

Survived the shock 

Of a great World's^ Fair; 
There is plenty of business 

And good folk there. 

St. Paul and Mikkeafolbb 

Aren't those twins a-gettin' bigt 

My, but they're a-growing; 
Can't tell which is t'other now, 

Both make a good showing. 

Tacoma 

Jealous of Seattle, 

Because of Mount Eainier; 
Call it Mount Tacoma 

And then all things will clean 
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Washingtoit 
)ur city we call it, 

VoT each has a share 
ji the pride of our Union 

And our President there* 




*'I*w seen Uoiide ladies enter the Hotel that did n^ 
)k XMk wagr when Z broniflbt pj^ the ice water/' 



CHAPTER IX. 



Once 'AgoMi, a .Friendly Flossie Fleeces a Ft 
Legal Tenders From the Bank Roll of Mr. Bil 
hop. 



We had a stenographer at the St. Charles :l 
New Orleans that had hit the Crescent City := 
betting commissioner for an old gent who su: 
f ered from gout and an over-abnndanoe of money 
This was in the days of full-swing radng, wk: 
that good old town was full of spenders and libera 
livers. 

^Ab a betting commissioner and a pi<^er of win 
ners, my friend the stenographer was a rankfros:, 
and, to make a long story short, lost out with he: 
angel. 

Like all those people who trail the runners, tb 
stenographer would occasionally get a certainty 
on a race, and, as we werp chummy, she let rue 
in on a winner that netted two hundred on my 1 
of twenty. All this to explain why this frienoiy 
Flossie of a typewriter knew that I should liav^ 
at least a few dollars put by for my summer liit 
northward. 

Out of a job, as betting commissioner and pici 
er. Miss Steno took up the professioa of stet 
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3grajAer and typewriter with an office on Canal 
Street, and, as a side line, made an occasional bet 
on the ponies. 

One day, at the St. Charles, Brock Murphy told 
me that my lady friend had phoned for me to call 
on her at her office, on an important matter. 

When I got to the office of my fair friend she 
handed me a talk of a dead sure winner out at 
City Park that could not (the old gag*) lose un- 
less he was shot dead on the homestretch. 

**You know, Kiddo,'* she said, as she laid her 
hand softly on my head and stroked it, *^I gave 
you a ten-to-one that landed, didn't If Well, this 
one is better. That ten-to-one win was a nose fin- 
ish, but this one will be a length at least. Be game. 
Kid. Hand me a hundred and meet me at the 
track this afternoon. I'll show you the herse, and 
if you don't like his looks when on parade just 
take your hundred back. Come on, Kiddo, put up 
a hundred and split a thou each. This speeder 
will go to the post twenty at least." 
^'GoNB TO Lunch. Back in Ten Minutes.'* 
Oh, how I wish that little note was on that sten- 
ographer's door when I called, for I might have 
been a hundred to the good if she had not been in. 
Sure, I gave up the hundred with visions of a 
thousand in return, and arranged to meet the 
friendly Flossie at the track. 

Meet her? No! When I got out there I met 
Brock Murphy, and asked him if he had seen the 
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stenographer at the track. Brock laughed anl 
said: 

**No, but I saw Her down at the L. & N. depot] 
getting aboard the sleeper. Looked to me Hke a I 
getaway. Kid, a real genuine getaway. What do J 
you like in the third!*' 




**I alwsiys fight shy off those SefSB ! 
Tottie Coughdrops house. The Meny Meny. as a nliu 
is strong on 'Thank you» hoy,* a pcOitt piram tM 
^es not kflten Uke » tip.*> ^ — - 



CHAPTEB X. 



At Last It Is the Bell-Boy^s Turn to Oet Some 
Easy Money from a Bogus Mine 'Promoter. 



Can it be that I am so soft-looking that every- 
body who wants a little easy coin picks me for 
tlie mark? 

You know that I was the fall gny twice, but in 
both instances it was a case of that which gets 
wiser and grayer heads than mine, woman. 

This attempted robbery, for such it would have 
been had I fallen, came off in Texas — ^Houston, to 
be correct. 

Yes, I presume you have been there and you 
know what a lot of promoters there are there since 
the oil days in Beaumont. 

This salve-thrower whom I fleeced for fifty, and 
€eeced is the word, started in on a new line of 
honey words. He said: **My boy," said he, 
**what do you intend to do for your future wel- 
fare?" 

"My future welfare," said I. ''Well, I'll teU 
you, mister. I'm going to take what money the 
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skirts wiih winning ways and the bnnk agents with 
get-iich-quick schemes leave me and start a ho- 
siery mill, because, mister, IVe noticed in my 
rambles aromid and keen observations that there's 
an awfnl lot of money in stockings nowadays." 

Eadding him, yes — ^that is, I thought I was kid- 
ding the con man, but my talk never feazed him. 
He came back strong, that guy did. 

** Just the age for levity, my boy, just the age. 
iYou'll have sense some day, my boy, sense some 
day,'* and while he was saying this the man 
stepped over to his grip and pulled out a photo 
of a mine scene. 

*'See that mine, boy?'* 

*'Tes,'' I answered, as I looked at the photo. 

'*Well, my son, I own that mine in Mexico and 
I can afford to sell shares, being the owner, yon 
see, at 50 cents per share, and as you are a bright 
looking lad, and I having as bright and brainy a 
son as you are with a good future before you, I 
have taken a fatherly interest in you and want to 
help you-- — '* 

*' At so much per help,'* I interrupted, and again 
never a feaze for that petty larceny mine pro- 
moter. 

*'Yes, my lad, at so much per help, but so much^ 
per help less than a non-owner of the mine could 
quote you. In other words, I again repeat I own s 
these mines in Mexico and I want to help you, my 
iboy, by quoting you shares at 50c that is listed on 
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^Ixe market at $10 per share, but you must take 
one hundred shares at least, cash down.'' 

Don't ask me to tell you how I felt at this cheap 
con's spiel. It recalled the book ag^nt beauty in 
BiiLghamton and the stenographer in New Or- 
leans. True, I was easy with them, but they were 
T^liat we all love — ^women — ^lovely women; but this 
guy — ^this weak imitation of the Wall Street brand 
of bunk— and trying to get a bell-hop for fifty. 

* * I'll think it over, mister," I said, "and let you 
know to-morrow." 

When I got downstairs I told the whole story 
of the Mexican mine owner to Mike Costello, the 
bartender. 

**Say, kid," said Mike, "why don't you frisk 
him for fifty!" 

"How frisk him?" I asked, in unassumed inno- 
cence. 

"Why, the old Beau Hickman trick, Johnny. 
Don't you know it?" 
"No, I do not," I answered. 
"And you from New York, at that," said the 
bartender, smiling. "Beau Hickman used to work 
it on the wise men of Washington." 

The bartender explained the Hickman trick to 
me and I simply said: 
"Nothing doing, Mike." 

"Not angry, are you kid? That guy tried to 
get your fifty, didn 't he ? Well, why don 't you try 
to get his fifty. The Hickman trick is not robbery, 
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nor is it considered illegal from an etiiical point. 
He'd take your fifty, wouldn't he, and give you a 
lot of worthless paper — ^you take his fifty and give 
him a jolt that he will long remember. If your 
, conscience pricks you about the fifty dollars, get 
.rid of the fifty— put it on a horse or take a flyer 
'in poker up at the rooms to-night. Think it over. ' ' 

*'I will, Mike, I will,'' I said in reply, and then 
bid the -bartender good-night. 

"Good-night, kid," said Costella, "but remem^ 
her, Johimy, that gujr tried to do you.'* 



CHAPTEE XL 



lAfter Diie Deliberation Our Hero Does the Frishj^ 
Thing a la Beau Hickman, but, As Usual, Can- 
\ not Hold His Roll of Bills. 



The bed thing appealed to me just about the 
time I left the cafe and it was not ten minutes 
after my talk with Cos before I had turned in 
for the night. 

I could not get that cheap mining promoter out 
of my mind, and the last words of Cos as 1 bid 
him good-night, '^Eemember, Johnny, that gujr 
tried to do y6u,'^ seemed to be ringing in my ears. 

The more I thought of the matter, the more I 
felt sore at the cheap swindler, and the longer I 
stayed awake the longer the words, ** Remember, 
Johnny, that guy tried to do you,*' rang in my 
ears. 

tip bright and early the next morning, still sore 
at the mining swindler, and for the first time in 
my life determined to get some money that I had 
not honestly earned. 

Dick Ellis, the day clerk, told me that the sharp 
had phoned down to have me call at Ms room 
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v^'ben I came on watch. I started for the mining' 
man's room determined that if he tried to sell 
me those shares I would try to frisk him out of 
fifty dollars on the Beau Hickman plan. 

There he was, still determined, and I started in : 

*'I haven't got fifty dollars, mister. If I had I 
could pay back fifty I borrowed and get ^ hundred 
or two hundred dollars from a friend of mine here 
in town." 

**That so!" said Mr. Bunk, taking the bait and 
taking it quick at that. 

**Are you sure, kid, that if you could pay back 
(he fifty you could borrow a hundred or two hun- 
Ired dollars?" 

**Yes, mister," I answered. 

''When could you get the money, boy?" the 
^liarper asked, warming up to the subject. 

' ' Oh, in about an hour, ' ' I answered in that man- 
lor made famous by Honey Boy Geo. Evans, 
»vhose pet word is nonchalant. 

''I'll let you have fifty dollars on one condition, 
;oy," the bunk man said, "and that condition iB 
hat you buy one hundred dollars' worth of stock 
vith the hundred you borrow from your friend." 

Catch that, do you? Gives me fifty to get a 
lundred from me and on his own investment nets 
ifty. He certainly was the cheapest con man I've 
ver seen. 

Yes, you are right. I got his fifty, but he never 
ot a hundred back from me. They pinched the 
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swindler on a warrant from Galveston, an^, hon- 
estly, the day I went to the jail to see him he 
cried like a child when I gave him his fifty dol- 
lars b]^ck and told me that when he got out of his 
scrape he was going to turn square guy. I felt 
like telling him he was never built to be a square 
guy, but I didn't, and, honestly, I kind of got to 
like the poor fellow from calling on him with 
cigars and little things the bundi at the hotel used 
to send him. 



CHAPTEE XH 



it Tktst TVe Find That the Hustling Ice Water 
Bearer Is Only Human After All— It Is a Heart 
Affair, in Which Mamie, the Newsstand Girl, 
Plays a/n Important Part. 



Surest thing you now. Sweetheart^ yes. And 
me of the nicest little queens you ever met. 

I was doing the hop act in K. C, in a hotel well 
mown as the best commercial travelers' hotel in 
Slansas City. / 

A little peach of a she had charge of the news- 
stand at the house, and I, like many more of the 
hops of the place, used to roll the bones with her 
lor cigars. 

We often went out together, did Mamie and I, 
md from what Laura Jane Beef extract would call 
in her novel, an innocent flirtation, it became a 
3ase of steady, with Sunday, Wednesday and Fri- 
day red-lettered in my date book. 

Mamie and I meant business, we did, and per- 
haps all would have been well and happy for us, 
had she not, in her Kansas City girlish foolish- 
ness, accepted a ring from a kike jewelry drum- 
mer. Oh, it was a good ring all right, and one of 
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the kind that spelled engagement for any one but 
Mamie. 

That lovers' quarrel thing came off, and I— 
well, I just did the day-day sign to the boys and 
Wabashed to St. Louis. 

I am making this confession, and I will make it 
right. I could not get Mamie the newsstand girl 
out of my mind. Did not look for a job in St. 
Louis. Just took the wrong route — ^the booze lane, 
and hit the pipe to forget all about that love af- 
fair of mine in Kansas City. 

But, never again, that pipe thing for me. I mav 
souse up once or twice a year and always do take 
a glass or two of beer, but the dope, by the pipe- 
line, as my friend Tom Powers, the Joy and Gloom 
artist, says: ^' Never again!'* 

Still, I have to smile when I think of smoking 
dope. Oh, no, St. Louis was not my first butt 
against it. Out in Seattle, on my first trip there, 
we did the Chink section, and I blew a whiff or 
two one night — a night I will never forget. 

After hitting the pipe in that joint in Seattle I 
imagined I was as rich as James Thornton, as gen- 
erous as Tom Sharkey, as fat as George M. Cohan, 
and as handsome as Charley Bigelow. Isn*t dope 
the peculiar thing? And yet some folks like it. 

That's me. Go rambling off in another direc- 
tion on the story instead of sticking to tke sub- 
ject of my love affair with that little darliBg of g 
newsstand girl I had in Kansas City. ^ 



CHAPTER XIII. 



i£amie, the Newsstand Girl, Gets Back Her Bonny 
Boy, Through Tessie the Stenographer, Who 
Meets the Hopper in St. Louis. 



I certainly was the ill person in St. Louis, 

hrough the heart affair and the worry and my 

oolish indulgence in the booze and dope things, 

nd when I woke up one morning in the room of | 

. bell-hop friend at the Jefferson without a penny IJ 

ent in my pocket I simply said, ^^I'm through. '^ i 

Nig Davis fixed me up for a half century and I 

elped me to get in shape again. In fact, he made | 

le stay in his room for two days until I was all j 

ight for the street. |j 

I bid Nig good-bye on a Monday and started for I 

le Union Station determined to take the flyer j 

)r Chi. It seemed to me that even St. Louis was j 

io near K. C. f or me. ' 

But the best laid plans of older heads than mine 

;carry, and instead of a trip to Chi. I Wabashed 

k to Kansas City and to — and to — oh, well, to 

mie, the newsstand girl. 

Bessie, the stenographer at the house in K. C. 

I Mamie were pals, as were Tessie 's sweetheart, 
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SToe Daley, the key clerk, and I, and to nwike alo:. 
story short, Daley and Tessie cooked up a schen 
whereby they landed me in St. Louis. In fa 
through my letters to Daley, Mamie knew I \r . 
over in the Mound City, as some guys call S 
Looie. 

Just as I was going over to the ticket windc 
to say '*One first-class to Chicago,*' somebody p: 
their hand on my shoulder and said: 

**I want you, kid!*' 

When I turned around there stood Tessie, ti 
house stenographer. She was on a vacation trip : 
her home in East. St. Louis, and told Mamie b^ 
fore leaving K. C. that she would look me up as 
make me return to the best little girl in the worl: 

Well, I had to do the gallant for Tessie on tl 
eats thing, and as we sat together in the Jefiferse: 
dining hall, I guess we were as happy a yonij 
pair as could be, because Tessie had my promi: 
that I would go back to K. C. that night and I 
because I knew I would go back. 

No, I won't detain you by telling of my meetini 
with Mamie on my return to Kansas City, but 
will say that I told her if she ever took any mon 
jewelry from kike salesmen she and I would bt 
two, while just then the diances were that she 
I would soon be one. 



CHAPTER XIV, 



%e Foolish Boy, Owr Bell-Hop Herd, ^ccumt^ 
lates a Bank Roll and Again — WeU, the 8am^ 
Old Story, 



Out Butte way if a kid's on the level he can raise 
lie coin. That's the bnrg where the tips look like 
ips that are tips. 

A mine owner, the real kind and not the Mexi- 
an bunk brand, was doing his best to get off of 
I two weeks' sense. He was nnder cover and I 
lad the job of assisting the good person to get 
»n his feet. 

In Butte, just the same as any other town nowa^ 
lays, they have no nse for a liquor lapper — ^not 
jven if he is a rich man, and this gentleman who 
v^as getting off his spree kniew that. He had ar- 
ranged with the house manager for my services, 
md I had to stay in the suite at night as company 
—that is, this man was afraid to be alone. 

I never had and hope I never do have the frisk- 
ing elephant and wriggling snake visions that this 
?ood soul had while he was in his room, and some-r 
times it was pretty hard on the doctor, nurse and 
Dae to help him. 

When my patient got around all right he showed 



58 THE CONFESSIONS OF A BELL BOY 



mnoh appreciation of the services rendered — ^pai 
tire doctor a fat f ee, gave the nurse a good penny 
and then sent for me. 




** My mother and little sister and even cmr old TaMf 
cat and ber litter of kittens know tiiat their Wander- 
ing Boy never forgets thera, but sends a weekly letter 
irith Us tiiLAOd lots of love and kisses;'* 
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* ^Boy," said he, **do you ever think of the folks 
l3ack Bast!'' 

^ *'Ye8, sir,'' I replied. '*My mother and little 
sister and even our old tabby cat and her litter 
of kittens knows that their wandering boy never 
forgets them, but sends a weekly letter with his 
"tips and lots of love and kisses/' 

**My boy," said the mine owner, '*you go back 
;East to your mother and sister, the cat and the 
• kittens. Get yourself some new clothes ; I will pro- 
^ride for your transportation and Pullman arrange- 
ments. When you start on your trip the manager 
[ ?»vill hand you an envelope containing your pay for 
good services rendered to me. He wiU pay tire bill 
• for your clothing outfit and as a remembrance of 
me take this hundred dollars to your little sister 
and fifty more for milk for the cat and her 
kittens." 

What a waste of money, I thought. Fifty dol- 
lars for milk for the cat and her kittens. How- 
.ever, I did as the gentleman requested, but took 
no chances on holding the one fifty. Uncle Sam's 
money order for that sum, payable to mother, and 
sent in my weekly letter as the wandering boy's 
tip. 

Counting the clothes, ducket to New York and 
the money in the envelope which the manager had 
for me (not mentioning the hundred and fifty sent , 
home, my services to the Butte mining king — and ' 
^kmg he was — ^meant five centuries for me. 



60 THE CONFESSIONS OF X BELL BOT \ 

I bid the buncli good-bye at the Thomton and 
pulled away from Butte on the North Coagt Lim-^ 
ited, that class train on the Northern Pacific, witli 
money in my clothes, bound to New York to mingle 
(1 felt wealthy) with such leading lights of the 
hotel world as James Began, of the Knickerbock- 
er; Simeon Ford of the Grand Union, Frederick 
Sterry of the Plaza, W. E. Wooly of the Marie 
Antoinette, E. M. Hann of the St. Begis, George 
W. Sweeney of the Victoria, William Hauck of the 
Manhattan, Gustavus Bauman and Mr. Boldt of 
the Waldorf, all of whom can be classed as the best 
people in the hotel or any other iworld^ 







Ogilvie's Popular "^ 
Raflroad Series 



1 A KENTUCKY EDITOR, Read 
7 200 OLD TIME SONGS 

21 MORE TO BE PITED THAN 
SCORNED. .C E. Blaney. 

22 DESERTED AT THE ALTAR' 
Grace Miller Whitd 

23 DANGERS OF WORKIN^ 
GIRLS...... Grace Miller White 

24 A ROYAL SLAVE, G. M. White 
23 HIS CUBAN SWEETHEART 

Richard Henry Savage 

37 MY OFFICIAL WIFE Richard Henry Savage 

40 MACON MOORE Judson R. Taylor; 

42 THE DREAM OF LOVE Emil Zola 

49 WEDDED TO ONE BUT LOVING ANOTHER 

D. "Nelson & F. C. Henderschott 
53 TEN TRUE SECRET SERVICE STORIES... D. B. Shaw 
56 THE ASHES OF LOVE........ Charles Garvice 

58 ARSENE LUPIN, GENTLEMAN BURGLAR, M. Leblanc , 

59 ARSENE LUPIN vs. HERLOCK SHOLMES, M, Leblanc : 

61 100 STORIES IN BLACK Bridges Smith 

62 A WOMAN'S SOUL Charles Garvice) 

63 TH£ CHINATOWN TRUNK MYSTERY.. Olive Harper 

64 SHERLOCK HOLMES DETECTIVE STORIES... -Doyl© ^ 

66 A WOUNDED HEART Charles Garvice 

67 A BAD BOY'S DIARY l.-.By Himsdl 

68 THE HUMOROUS MR. BOWSER 1 M. Qua« 

70 ONLY A GIRL'S LOVE .•..Charles Garvice 

71 ISHMAEL ...Mrs. E. D. E N. Southworth 

72 SFLF-RAISED Mrs. E. D. E. N. SouOiwortK 

74 THE TESTING OF OLIVE VAUGHAN....P. J. Brebnet; 

76 SPRIGGS. THE CRACKSMAN... Headon Hill' 

79 FATE C^AW^ GarviCe/ 

S6 A WOMAN'S TEMPTATION Bertha M. Clav 

;87 BEYOND PARDON .Bertha M. OAVr 

Any of the above books are for sale by newsdealers every-i 
where, or they will be sent by mail postpaid, upon receipt of 
PRICE, 35 CENTS. 

LS.OeiLVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 57 Ross Sf., New^' 




Ogilvie's Popular 
Railroad 

68 SOPHIE LYONS, QUEEN OF 
THE BURGLARS Lyons 

69 REPENTED AT LEISURE 
Bertha M. Clay 

90 A GOLDEN HEART 
Bertfaa M. Oav 

91 A MAD LOVE.... Bertha M. Claj 

92 DORA THORNE...BerthaM.Clay 

95 CUSTER'S LAST FIGHT 
Grace Miller White 

96 GIPSY BLAIR, THE WESTERN 
DETECTIVE... Judson R. Taylor 

97 A TEXAS COWBOY Chas. A. Simngo 

98 ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE..:: Grace Miller White 

100 THE DUKE'S SECRET Bertha M. Clay 

101 THORNS AND ORANGE BLOSSOMS... Bertha M. Qay 

102 A BROKEN WEDDING RING Bertha M. Qay 

105 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE Maiy J. Holmes 

106 THROWN ON THE WORLD Bertha M. Clay 

107 LENA RIVERS Mary J. Hohnes 

108 THE CLEMETsfCEAU CASE (Photoplay Ed.) Alex. Dttmas 

109 THE BONDMAN (Photoplay Edition) HaU Caine 

110 WIFE IN NAME ONLY ..Bertha M. Oay 

111 THE CATTLE RUSTLERS OF WYOMING Ford Douglass 

112 SHE (Photoplay Edition, Illustrated) H. Rider Haggard 

113 THE SCARLET LETTER ( Photoplay )....N. Hawthorne 

114 20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA (Photoplay).. Verne 

115 ON A MEXICAN MUSTANG THROUGH TEXAS 

116 CAMILLE (Photoplay Ed., 111.) Alexander Daroas 

117 FRED BENNETT, THE MORMON DETECTIVE, 

U. S. Marshall Bennett 

118 THE WOMAN STEALER... Harry Mflls 

119 TORPEDOED IN THE MEDITERRANEAN... .Johnson 

120 WHICH LOVED HIM BEST..., Bertha M. Gay 

121 BETWEEN TWO LOVES Bertha M. Oav 

122 THE ROBBER KING .Patrick Tyrell 

t23 THE BUNCO STEERERS... Inspector Murrav 

}a[24 THE UNMARRIED MOTHER Florence Edna May 

125 BEYOND THE LAW Emmett Dalton 

Any of the above books are for sale by newsdealers every- 
where, or they will be sent by mail postpaid, upon receipt of 
PRICE, 35 CENTS. 

S.PLVIE PUBLISHINe COMPANY, 57 Ross St., MewYofk 







FASCINATING, SENSATIONAL 

-— — — BOOKS — — — 

A BLONB CREOLE. By A. H. Hilton. 
A story of New Orleans and the 
temptations which beset a beauti- 
ful woman. 
THE KBEUTZEB SONATA. By Count 
Leo Tolstoi. The book that made 
the author's reputation. He brings 
home most forcibly the moral prin- 
ciple which should govern the sex 
relation^ of man and woman, mar- 
ried or single, particularly the 
married class. * It should be read 
by everyone of mature years. 
BUFFALO BELL, And His Adventures in the West, By Ned 
Buntline. The best fiction narrative ever written about one 
of the most widely known and popular characters in Ameri- 
can life. 
AVOTHEB MAN'S WIFE. By Grace Miller White. 

EBTED AT THE ALTAB. By Grace Miller White, 
AN6EB8 OF WOBKING GIBLS. By Grace Miller White 
PASSION HIS MASTEB. A tale of love. By Clara E. BaHou. 
SAINT AND SINNEB; or, A Great Temptation* By Fanny May, 
THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE; or, How Her 8in Found 

Her Out By Grace Miller White. 
WHY WOMEN SIN. A romantic story founded on the play of 

the same name. By Grace Miller White. 

THE PBICE INEVITABLE; or. The Confessions of Irene. By 

Aurella I.^Sidner. A story of the loves of a divorced woman. 

THE LETTEBS OF MILDBED'S MOTHER TO MILBBIIB. 

Satirical sketches of stage life, occasioning conjectures as 

to "what sort of a woman was Mildred's mother?" 

SAPPHO. By Alphonse Daudet. A story of Parisian life and 

morale depicted by a master hand. 
THE CONFESSIONS OF A PHINCESS, Amazing TevelaUonfl 

of court life, and a romantic woman's temperament. 
ANNA KABENINE. By Count Leo Tolstoi. A story as strong 

and vital as "The Kreutzer Sonata/' 
FAST LIFE IN NEW YOBK. By G. M. White. Founded on 
the play. 

The above books contain 200 to 400 pages each, bound in!* 
attractive paper covers in colors, and are for sale by news- 
dealers and booksellers everywhere, or they will be sent by 
mail, postpaid, upon receipt of Price, 50 cents per copy,' Ad- 
dress all orders to 

J.S.OGILVIE PUBLISHING €0^57 ROSE ST.. HEW 
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LIVE A NEW LIFE! THRILLf EXPAMDl 
WHERE MEN ARE MEW 

W'I'cre the crust of civilization is broken 
through by Volcanoes of Human Pas- 
sion. Where the artificial veneer of so- 
ciety is rubbed oflF by contact with the 
elemental forces of nature. Where the 
rending crash of forest giants is mingled 
with the warning cries of the burly lum-, 
her jacks. Where men drink, fight hard 
and die with their boots on. Where only 
the fittest survive and life is lived in the 
raw: j In the great timberlands of the 
norfh, tka cruising ground of the lum- 
berjack. Here are laid the scenes of a 
powerful, gripping heart throbbing novel 
of the north. 
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TWENIT YEARS A LUMBERJACK 

By J. a HALL. 

He brings home to you with vivid clearness the turbulent life 
of these hard-living woodsmen of the north ; these men who arc 
as quick to pull a trigger as they are to down a drink. 

HE WILL HOLD YOU SPELLBOUND 
FROM COVER TO COVER 

with his soul-stirring descriptions of their fights, before which 
the fiercest in the history of the prize ring, would seem like a 
teaparty ; with his stories of their dance halls, and the type of 
women with whom they associate. His own adventures among 
them are amazing and astounding in their magnitude. Htghway- 
men, combats with vicious bullies of the logging camp, counter- 
feiter^ perils of the logging drive, a fight for life with wild 
beasts ; these are on^y a few of the chapters which make your 
hair stand on end and keep your heart in your throat. You never 
know what is coming next, but you are never disappointed. Yet 
every word is true. Live the stirring life of Ihe lumberjack. 
Read this book, if you never read another. It's a tre«^ a toiue 
that will send the red blood coursing through your body. Live 
and feel with J. B. Hall the thrilling, adve&turous, ever-novel, 
big, free and glorious life of these nomads of the North. 

TWENTY YEARS A LUMBERJACK contains 224 pages 
illustrated, is bound in heavy paper cover with attractive illus- 
tration printed in colors. For sale by booksellers and news^ 
dealers, or it wiH be sent by mail postpaid on receipt of 
PRICE, 35 CENTS 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBUSHINC COMPANY 
- HOSE STREET ? g , . , NEW TOIS 



BANQI BANQl BANG! 

'4i3uL. ABOARD 1 ALL ABOARD 1 ALL ABOARD^ 
FOR THE, RIO GRANDE 
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Y<mV6 Simply Gotta Resid 
ON A 

Mexican Mustang 
Through Texas 

By tke famous editox^ of the immortaH 

X^XAS SlI^TINGS 



TEXAS IN ITS PALMY DAYS! TEXAS IN ITS QIjORyi 

A thrilling and historically correct record of Border Cfe iif 
the wild and wooly days when the corks popped freely and th^ ; 
liquor ran red, while the bowie knives flashed, pistols barke4 
^d gambler, bad man, cow puncher and frontiersman fought ioi 
the sn^iles and favors of the dark-eyed, languorous, sensuou|, 
senoritas of the dance hall and hacienda, and chased the long 
liomed, bellowing herds across the boundless prairies. 

>You live again in 

THE BRAVE, DAREDEVIL DAYS OF OLD! 

When every bullet found its billet and the law of life was gua 
and Imif e. 

FUN I FACT! FROUC AND FANCY! 

Humor and Pathos i Laughter and Tears 1 

Hundreds of Pages of Pure Delight 
OAce More» All Alsoarcl 

For the enchanted land of romance, sunshine and mysierjm 

J'he Trip Coata You Only Thirty Cents. 

QBT ABOARD THS MEXICAN MUSTANQ AND START RIGHT NOW^ 

^ ON A MEXICAN MUSTANG THROUGH TEXAS contains 
^280 pages with over 100 illustrations, is bound in heavy paper 
^cover with attractive cover illustration printed in colors. It is 

for sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or will be sent by 

mail postpaid on receipt of Price, 35 < 
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J. So OGII«VIE PVBI^ISHINO COMFABTr 

Jir«w TerK 



U-BOATS ^SUBMARINES 

are only the up-to-date development of the idea pro- 
mulgated many years ago in that remarkable story 
20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA, by Jules Verne, 
and what he there related as fiction is to-day an 
actuality. Millions of people will never have an 
opportunity to board a submarine and see the 
complexity and mystery of its mechanism, but they 
can at least read and learn of them in the splen- 
did PIIJTO PLAY EDITION of this never old and won- 
derfully exciting story of adventure in a submarine, 
which we have just issued. 

This story has been picturized by the UNIVERSAL 
FILM C0L:?A?]Y in conjunction with the WILLIAMSON 
SnOTKERS, through whose wonderful inventions of 
under-sea photography it was made possible, and 
the production is now crowding moving picture 
houses all over the world. 

The PHOTO PLAY EDITION of 20,000 LEAGUES 
UNDER THE SEA contains 288 pages illustrated widi 
scenes from the films, and bound in attractive il- 
lustrated paper cover m colors* 

Price, sent by mail postpaid, 35 cents 
J.S.OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

67 Rose STREET NEW YORK 



Oh Boy! Oh Girl! 




Don't Waste Time and Mon^sr 
Going to the Movies! 

If You Want T hrills I If You Want Exoitement 1 
Waii^ to Meev Some Comical CuatM sdiI 

Regular Quys! / 

B.BAD 

The Bunco 



BY INSPECTOR MURRAY 



CROOKS! CROOKS!! CROOKS!!! 

Clever schemers, con men, greengoods merchants, bunco 
sharps polished rascals of the male persuasion, sophisticated 
sinuous sirens of the sex feminine, the whole bunch of light 
fingered geniuses in the realm of gilt edged crime, headed by 

HUNGRY JOE, Prince of Bunco Steerers 

are thrown in the silver sheet of fraud and robbery and their 
amazing adventures and hair raising exploits^ set forth by a 
grim officer of the law in a masterly manner that grips and 
entrances. 

CHARLIE CHAPLIN AND DOUG FAIRBANKS OUTCLASSED 

AND OUTDONE! 

Truth That Stagers, Facts That Amaze! 

Watch the devious workings of the high grade criminal 
mind spinning its webs of deception and dishonesty, coMcocting 
its sinister schemes for acquiring something for nothing, and 
gaining proficiency in the noble art of finding things before they 
are lost. 



IT WILL SET TOU WILD! DON'T HISS IT! 



Ji 



I THE BUNCO STEERERS contains 250 pages of solid' 

1 cadino matter, printed from large type on good paper, boundi 

' m paper cover with attractive cover design in two colors. It is , 

for sale by booksellers and newsdealers everywhere, or will 

be sent by mail postpaid on receipt of PRICE 35 CENTS. < 

XS.OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

BOX 767» C H. STA. 57 R05E STREET, NEW YORK 



$1.25 W ORTH FOB 2 5 CENTS 

OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES 

•MMTiUNS IMVORBIATION OF BABB VAUD B FOB AIX. 
IN AIX CONDITIOKS OV flOdETr. 




This book Is A eemMna- 
tlon of six bookMt eacli -com- 
plete in Itself, and whick 
were formeriy publiohed at. 
2& cents per copgr. Fe!-! 
lowinff are the titles of th« 
8<x books contaUied In. 
OliD 8RCBBT8 A2CD NBKT 

BiBOOvmuau: 

Old SecKte; 
" f« " 



Seereto fnr tKe 
wife I and 
Tbe Secret mt 
Ckstttns. lU P. T. Bar- 
num. 

^Qok TeOa bow to 
make persona at a dis- 
tance think of you— 8omethfa[iff all louvers shonki know. 
It Tells how you can charm those you meet and make them love yon. 
II Sells how epirltualists and others can make written appear on the 
arm in blood charactera as performed by Foater and all noted 
Tnagrlcians. 
It Telis how to make a cheap Galvanic Battery; how to plate and gUd 
t^ithout a battery; how to mak«4 a candle barn all nlgrht; how to 
make a clock for 25 cents; how to detect counterfeit money; 
how to banish and prevent mosquttoes from bitlns; how to make 
yellow butler in winter: Clrcaasian curllni: fluid: Sympathetic or 
f5ecret Writing Ink; Cologne Water; Artificial Honey; Stsimmer^ 
Ingr; to copy letters without a press; to obtain fresh-blown flOwezT 
In winter; to make g:ood burningr candles from lard, 
at Tells how to mak« a horse a^ppear as though he was badly foundered; 
to make a »^or8e temporarily lame; how to make him stand by his 
food and no eat it; how to cure a horse from the erib er sncklnff 
"Wind; how ^o p«t a young- countenance on the horee; how '/» 
cover up the heiives: how to make him appear as If he had th« 
glanders; how to make a true-bulling horse balk; how to nerre 
a horse that is lame. etc. These horse secrets are beins contlnu- 
ally sold at one dollar eacTi. 
«t TdU how to raalce the effgrs of Pharo's Serpents, from which, when 
lighted, thougrh but the size of a pea. there Issues from It a 
coiling, hissinjf serpent, wonderful !n length and similarity to a 
renuine sernent 
It TellH of a simple and inRvnlous n:ethod for copying any J:liid of 
drawing or picture. And more wonderful still* how to print 
pictures from the print it.ef>lf. 
it Tells how to perform the Davenport Brotheri^ "Spirit MirstOTlos,'* 
■ ^ BO that any person can r.stonish an audience, as has been done. 

J Also scores of other wonderful things which we have no roomi 

f to mention. 

OLD SECRETS AT4D NEW DISCOVEBIBS contains over 2!;0 solid 
>SLge8 of reading mntter, but will 

be mailed to any address Postage stamps 

taken in payment for it the same as cailh. Tour money back if book is 
not as advertised. Address all orders to 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

».,©. BOX 767. C. H. ST*. 67 ROSE STREET. NEV<VOM( 



Is, I Have Something to Tell Yon 

aadyoawttlffnd it in the bofii^. 

LOVE, COURTSiP 



^^^^^ 


,,.-5^^^^ 


'"'^^^^ 1 
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.^^ifti^i^s^l 




A Woman of tfie World 

he hunt for liapplness is universal— continuing ffO^ 
cradle to the grave — and the science of happy living 
ne well worth study. This book gives a series of plain 
:s by a \voman who knows what she is talkng about 
; explains how girls may become happy wives, 
1 bachelors become happy husbands. It contaiMjC^n^V 
:e ixistnictions for declaruTginlgnliQPfi*.^^ 
t retainingaffecBotSTKHi^ after marriagef 

ilso tells plainly how to begin courting; the way to gel 
T bashfulness; the way to ''brace up and be a man'*; 
^v^,y to find the soft spot in a sweetheart's heart ;. how ^ 
bring about a proposal J about the wedding day, the 
iit's dress, veil, hat, parasol, bouquet, bridesmaids, the 
om's clothes, the best man, the minister, the music, ricei 
ivers, etc. 

/Vdded to this is a word-picture of the curious cus- 
ns of courting and marrying in foreign lands and an* 
nt times, which makes altogether a book some nart of 
lich is bound to prove of interest to tlie reader, be he 
i or young, grave or gay, studious or thoughtless, 
Remember, from some one little thing in this book youf 
ly be spared a life of misery. 

The book contains 122 pages, printed in mi^^:: type on 
od paper, and will be sent by mail, postpaid, to aaj; 
Idress, on receipt of Price, ,25 cents. 



J.&OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 



-SOU'LI^ GASP I GASP! GA£ 
and HO£,£> YOUR BREATH when tou rt 




Fred Benne 
the Mormc: 
Detective 



BY 



U. S. MARSHAL BENNC 



MORMONS ! MOF.MONS ! MOP.MC: 
All about tho MOn?20NS and the KASEMS OF TIi£ vvl 

[n this astounding- record of fact that puts fiction to b'. 
revealed all the vicious and secret doings and profligate pn 
of Mormondom. 

You visit the secret chambers of the Endowment hoi.<. 
Salt Lak'- City, TS^c Paradise of t2:\e Pol^gar:.: 
and with astonishment vicv/ the converts to the "faith*' in :: 
of nudity, seal-.d lor life to their lecherous partners. 

Follow the author on his deadly, dangerous, hair-raisii:: - 
in the Western Vv'ilds as he despoils the individual harems ana ! 
of vice and iucci.t of their degraded occupants. 

RE^tD! F.IDAD! READ OF TliS TURKS OF l" 
AND TKEin DEBASES) ODALISKS; POLYGAMY IN ITS ? 
Read how Uiiv^le Sam threw a bomb into the Constantino: . 
^/ the West, rescued deluded women from bondage, aud stoppei 
polygamous practices of sensuous satyrs. 
HTPOCRiSYUMMASKED! LUST LAID BARE ! VICE EXP05 

^ FRED BENNETT THE MORMON DETECTIVE is a bx 

' 283 pages bound in paper covers attractively printed in colors, i 

'is for sale by bookselleFS and newsdealers everywhere, or ^ 

be sent by mail postpaid on receipt of Price^ ^ cen: 

J. aOGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
$7 Rose Street * New Yc 







Vhe Story Ji>Uh the Vunth! 
'the %eal QoodsII 
'Che Hot Stuff!!! 
All Pep from the Word QoHn 

CAHLE RUSTLERS 
or WYOMING 

By FORD DOUGLAS. 
The Talk of the Town ! The Sensation of the Hour I 
The Forty-Two Centunetre Gun of Fiction! ! ! 

[ere is the west as you have dreamed of it, with its sage brush 
us, sighing pines, bellowing steers, rolling foothills, mystic 
jrons, snow capped mountains, dare devil cow-punchers, ti«^ 
Q gamblers, painted red skins, lawless cattle rustlers, murd- 
is bad men, fascinating fairies of the frontier saloons, suscep- 
e tenderfoot. 

THEY ARE ALL HERE 

vept by the authors magic pen into the mazes of a scul stirring 
blooded, hair raising romance, which deals with the loves, 
;s and primitive passions of a wild, fearless, fast living, hard 
ig race. ' 

A Frontier Classic ! The Real Goods ! 
Written by a Master Hcuid. 

mush, slush, or trash, but a stirring truthful record of the 
it cattle wars of the early *90'8. 

Everything Clicks like a Colt 38 I 

akes the European war seem tame and life in the trenches a 
oral of peace in comparison. 

All Aboard for the Wild and Woolly West. 

The Book You Need ! The Book You Must have \ 

BUY IT NOW ! ! I 

ittle Rustlers Of Wsroming is a book of 200 pages printed i- 

1 new large type and bound in attractive illustrated paper 
r printevi in colors. For sale by all booksellers and news 
ers. Price 35 cents postpaid. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO. 

tOSB STREET ' KEV YOKX : 




OUR. 
ENDEAVC 

in selling books to yoTi, : 
haye you feel that yoi: 
getting your money's wc' 
We therefore desire to 
your special attention to 
following 

Four Books i: 

;'':-i.-,i'.u^ ONE, 

^,f You are Courting, 
which I rf you want to Court, or 

^^ you want to be Courtea, 

you should obtain at the earliest possible mome: 

HOW TO V;C0 2 WM:^N and whom, which gives mil : 

infaros'ij^CT rils for tlie etiquette of conrtsliip, tbetlLae:. 
place i' r conducting: tho sane, and some good advice ^^ 
tiio sc'l civ-n of yoiLT partner for lixO. 
courts: ^J> Ar3 MAf^RSAGE, wliicli tells h^'w to ^n : 
favor of t^3 ] lilies, hew to begin and e-id a cotu'tih:-. . 
^-.^l)0.w.t<>-*^"?*r. p tV ^^-Tn^.^ , ^-^! •** a:irl fil-o r'^'or" f-:!! ini'. 'rj^.: 
ia re[pid^ij>'<rrTi7jvxi:uitious, giils, u^Ii^rs, b3;iu.e.siriaiaS)C 
duct oi" - '.13 wc'^fJ »);•:;: cei-eniony, etc.. etc. 
•THB l^OvT li'ij v;'Ji^B, wliicb gives tho liirtations of thp.h:; 
«^ korc;h. ^\ V. iiy;-ol, s''->ve, fim and nai.-in ; ai.:;0, tiie lanjii:.;-' 
"flower. . ivry to hiv-^ dolicionsly x ^lul a- cure for bp-siiiuiL • 
THE PO;^-J^.Ai< LETTER WRITER, which tolls how to t,: 
bu; liicjj;, .'^coial, aud iovo iet-ters, QiYiiig numerous exaiEi 
of all. 

f This YaliiaLlo work, containing the four books ab. 
e iertionr^d, i?. fesuod in one volume under the ti: 
HOW TO VvOO, and it will be sent to any add:- 
^ostp. id; upi»n receipt of 25 cents in U. S. post..^ 
fikvL^ .jtr :♦ ^^ n^ioney. Address ail orders to 

J. S. OCtlLVIS PUBLISHING GOMPAMY. 
jp. 0- Eox 767. 57 EOSE STEESa;^ HXW YCi: 




Beyond 
THE Law 



By 
EMMETT DALTON 

Only survivor of the famous Dalton Gang 



The "Dalton Gang" were a band of desperadoes who for 
ears terrorized the Western States of America, comiwitting 
-ain robberies and holding-up banks until its members, save the 
.uthor, were kilkd while attempting to rob a bank at Coffeyville. 
ried and found guilty, be was sentenced to a long term of 
aprisonment. Although fully conscious that the outrages his 
rothers and he committed were wrong and that the ©cntence 
^ted out to him was a just one, Emmett Daltoa believes tljat 
the puUic only knew the circumstances in which they were 
d to take up arms against law and order they would not iudge 
) harshly hihi or those who have paid the penalty of their mis- 
beds Willi their lives. It is because of this, and the fact that so 
iany writers have woven so much falsehood into their accoimts, 
at he has been induced to place on record a true and faithful 
scount of the exploits of this once notorious band. It is some- 
hat strange that before these men turned bandits they should 
ive honorably filled the role of Deputy-Marshals, when they 
sked their lives over and over again in attempting to pot down 
te very outra^fes they themselves subsequently comanitted. We 
ve the story as Emmett Dalton has written! it, a plain, straight- 
>rward, and unvarnished narrative of stirring times and terrible 
ieds. It will be found both fascinating and thrilling, and . 
ihiable in that it throws a vivid light upon the wild lawlessness I 
hich existed in the West in the early 'eighties and 'nineties. j 

Beyond the Law contains 190 pages with eleven illustrations, ' 
printed from new, large type, and bound in attractive paper 
vers printed in colors. For sale by booksellers everywhere, or - 
nt by mail postpaid on receipt of Price, 35 Cent*. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY ^ 

>x 767, C. H. SUu^^ 57 Rose Sb, New Yoric^ 



Right Here! Right Now! Read- 

THE ROBBER Kl 




The Shell Sbocker of DetectiTS Sic 
The Pike's Peak of Criiniiial Liteia 

BY 

PATRICK TYRELL 

OF THE CHICAQO POL C£ 

THE STORY OF A THOUSAND THRILLS! 

An unparalleled record of love, crime and reck! 
daring. Jim Barron, bank robber and hcrfd-up ma::, 
pursued through a maze of criminal deeds that astou 
and stagger the imagination and hold the reader s: 
bound. Aided by his paramour, a beautiful vampir; 
the underworld, Jim Barron successfully defies tlie > 
relentlessly pursued by Detective Tyrell, through wh 
instrumentality the Robber King's career is fin. 
brought to a violent end. 

VIBflANT WITH THE STIMULUS OF DEVILTRY AND m\ 

The whole matchlessly blended im a story of 

GRIPPi^JG, WONDROUS AND THRILLING INTERESI 

THE ROBBER KING contains 168 pages of = 
eading matter, bound in attractive paper cover pnn: 
colors. For sale by booksellers and newsdealers e 
where, or sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of Pric:, 
Cents. 

J.S.OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

BOX 767, C.H.STA. S7 ROSE STREET. NEV/YC; 



L*R->R-R ! BIFF ! I BANG ! ! t 

TORPEDOED 

IN THE MEDITERRANEAN! 

Adrift la the SabmaHne Infested Waters 
of the War Zone ! 




By E. H. JOHNSON | 

A Victim of Gi^rmma FHgbtfiilness 

Unequalled and Unsurpassed 

Tile War^s Best and Most Hair Raising 
Narrative 



BATTLING WITH THE GERMAN U BOATS 
^ Book That Will Stir Your Yankee Doodle Blood to Fever Heat 

Read how the author witnessed the sinking of com* 
rade ships; watch his vessel trailed by hostile raiders; 
hear the roar of the deadly Hun torpedo; view his good 
ship as it sinks beneath him and his struggles for life, 
and see him at sea a castaway on the northern coast of 
distant Africa. 

Troth That HaKes Fiction Tame and Tedious.! 
The U Boats Are BlocKini^ Our Coasts. 

Read this astounding story of the pirates of the under- 
seas, a story of three continents ablaze with the horrors 
of the world's greatest war. Go over the top of the 
ocean's trenches with the hero author and buy 

TORPEDOED IN THE MEDITERRANEAN! NOW 

Instructive! Educational! Thr^-Hi::;?;! 

The boo1v is printed from new, lari^e t^-pe on ,c"ood 
paper, bound in paper cover with attractive design ii> 
colors. For salt; hv newsdealers everv '-'irrre, or sent by ' 



mail, postpaid, upon receipt of price, 35 



J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
RO.B0X 767 57 Rose Street, New York 
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RashanftlanTitoti 

HAIR RAISING! 
, STARTUNGI AiVli 

Sophie Lyoi 

mm or the bumurs. 

By Sophie Lyons 

^^"^^1 The Uacrowned (been of I 



Iti tljis epoch inisittiii? book in wbidi tmiti makes iWi 



the veil 

itit??re*?t we wtitc1> 



*ii gum, dynamite and jimmy. 

Through the Whole Gamut of Crime, 
Siitpendous a.nd Blood CunUtns, 

We lire persouaUy eomducted by the Queen of Ciimioals. Kfil| 



r* teiis you of Ijer miidi-ul-jus v^ 

M ^' A million dollars was disbooei'. 

^^ntc oi cuormotis ill gotirn gaixj^ 

WHY CRIME DOES NOT PAY, 

rENSEt THRILLIHGIj blood ClTRDUNCrf- 

FICnOH OUTDONE ! ROMANCE ROUTED ? 

, The most fasdnatitig and astoiimiing narrative of Uie an 
*vcr pkci^i liefore the public 

,' Tbe work crintains 263 pages of readingf t&fttter ■ 
fally illufbtrattrd and b«miid ia handsome paper covm ^H^t^^r^- «, 

^ Ptico $S oents^ lor i^ale e\ervwbcre, 

J. 3. OGUVIE PUBUSHING COMPANY, 
57 Rdsb StBKHf , .... Naw Totft 




^.^p<^'y^-^^ZZ;T^--r^<i5'i. 



mm YELII SCREAM I 
Readltl Read It! Read It! 

A Bad 
Boy's Biary 

By "IITTLE KORGIE," 

The Laughing Cyclone. 



THE FUNNIEST BOOK EVER WRITTEN! 

In this matchless volume of irresistible, rib- tickling fun, 
the Bad Boy, an incarnate but lovable imp of mischief, records 
his daily exploits, experiences, pranks and adventures, through 
all of which you follow him with an absorbing interest that 
never flags, [stopping only when convulsions of laughter and 
aching sides force the mirthnswept body to take an involuntary 
respite from a feast of fun, stupendous and overwhelming. 

In the pages of this excruciatingly funny narrative can bo 
found the elixir of youth for all man and womankind- The 
magic of its pages compel the old to become young, the care- 
worn gay, and carking trouble hides its gloomy head and flies 
iiway on the blithesome wings of uncontrollable laughter. 

IT MAKES YOU A 60Y AGAIN! 
IT MAKES LIFE WORTH WHILE! 

For old or young it is a tonic and sure cure for the blues.; 
The BAD BOY'S DIARY is making the whole world scream* 
with laughter. Get in line and laugh too. BUY IT TO-DAY I 
It contains 276 solid pages of reading matter, illustrated, ia 
bound in lithographed paper covers, and will be sent by mail^ 
postpaid, to any address on receipt of price, 30 cents. Address 
all ordres to 

J. S. OGIIVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
P. 0. Box 767. 57 SOSE SI2EEI, HEW TOSXi 



ir GRIPS! THRILLS] HYPNOTIZES! 

AND 



^IPSY BLAIR 




Holds You Spellbound. 



QIPSY 




The Romantic Hero of the flystl 
Realm of Detective Literature. ! 



Those of yon who have real 
"Macon Moore** will welcome 
this additional story by the same 

anthor JUD80N R. TAYLOR. 

) aiPS Y BLAIR, The Western Detective, is a mighty figure of 
Btupendous interest, whose astounding adventures and uncanny 
exploits one watches with throbbing heart and bated breath. 
In this tense and gripping drama from real life, one witnesses 
the unfolding of an absorbingly interesting series of criminai 
plots and counterplots, which revolve around a man of superb 
courage and heroic mould, at times fighting single-handed 
against bands of the most notorious and desperate criminals. 
The rescue of the beautiful Lucy Leonard, from the clutches of 
murderous desperadoes and outlaws, vibrates every nerve in the 
human body and is one of the most fascinating and stirring in- 
cidents ever recorded in criminal history," 

Impossible to resist the weird fascination of this 
hair-raising drama ot iove and lawlessness, 

Ik FEAST CF EXOlTEiENT! A RIENTAL COLTOli* 

It makes th^ masterfrilcces of other de- 
tective fiction 5eem dull and commonplace. 

{ GIPSY ELAJH contains '250 pages, printed frote 
large type, a^^d bound in attractive, illustrated pri]. -i 
covers. For ?ale by booLsollers evorjv/liere, or sc- ) 
I ■; r^aiL postpcLid, on receipt of pnQ2^ 35 GvHtS. 

r^uY H^RS AUD I^JOWJ DOMT DELAy^ 

J. S. OGILVIE P"CrEIISKI17G COMPANY, 
JP 0. Box 767, 57 EOSE STREET, ITEW YOBK 



THRILLS! SHIVERSI EXCITEMENT! 

^%nh jbe your portion if yott read 
Any of the following 

BAmiNG eooD 

DETECTIVE STORIES 

, by popular authors. 

Away from the hackneyed 
and ordinary and brushing aside 
the conventional, these marvel- 
lous stories by well-known and 
skilled authors, mark a new 
epoch in Detective Literature. 

They will keep you guessing from start to finish 
and you will thoroughly enjoy them. 

The following is a list of selected titles from our 




famous 



RAILROAD SERIES 



THB MAN FROM THB WKST-, 



JV. Wai,i, Strebt Mak 



MACON MOORE, The Southern Detective Jubson R. TAyuok 



TEN TRUE SECRET SERVICE STORIES- 
ARSENE LUPIN, Gentleman Burglar- 



-D. B. Shaw 



JliAURICB LBBI^AKC 



ARSENE LUPIN versus HERLOCK SHOLMBS M. Lebi^anC 

THE CHINATOWN TRUNK MYSTERY- OuvE Harper 

SHERLOCK HOLMES DETECTIVE STORIES A. C. Doyi^b 

SPRIGGS, THE CRACKSMAN^. Hbadon Hn^i; 

SOPHIE LYONS, QUEEN OF THE BURGLARS. Sophie Lyons' 
GIPSY BLAIR, The Western Detective^ ^Judson R. Tayi^oPj^ 

These books contain 250 to 350 pages each, boun (g 
in handsome paper covers printed in colors. v 

For sale by Newsdealers everywhere, or sent hj 
mail postpaid on receipt of 35 cents. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

«7 ROSE STREET NEW YORK 



A TEXAS 
COW BOY 

f tic EH rtm 
> fit ill un 




A SIZZLER FROM^SIZZLERVILLEt 

6et8 You From the Word Sot | 

ROriANCB ROUTED! 
FICTION ABASHED! 

ATexasMoT 

In this tremendoHsIy interesir 

ing work the {amonB and heroio 

Cowboy King, Chas. A. Siringo^ 

tells the story of his dare-deTil 

in the palmy days of the Wild South Wost- 

THE BLOOD RUNS RIOT 

•b we watdi the bellowing herdis of long-horned cattle, tOVi!% 
tribes of blood-thirsty Indians, mighty bands of graasig \Mftalo, 
sweep panorama-like across the boundless plains aid rolIiDS 
prairie. The author in his breezy, irresistible style carries the 
xeader through a thousand blood-curdling adventures witt 
marauding redskins, gamblers, desperadoes and stampeding 
steers, holding one tense and spellbound to tfee *iery end of his 
astounding narrative. 

A Pulsating Becprd of Red-Blooded Deeds! 
A Thrill In Every LInot A Sensation In Every Chapters 

FACTS! PACTSl! FACtsllI and TRUTHUII 
triumphantly rout the wildest Imaginings of tlie IMionistI 

Get in line and secure the best record evw 
penned of the fast-vanishing Wild Western life* 

} A TEXAS COWBOY contains 266 pages, printecV' 
rom large type, and bound in attraetive cover printed 
fii colors. For «ale by booksellers everywhere, or sent 
by mail, postpaid, on receipt of Price, 35 Cents. 

J. S. OaiLVIE PUBLISHINO COMPANY, 
;P. 0. Box 767. 57 B.O&E STBEET, BSW T(Hl& 




SENSATIONAL 
FRENCH FICTION 

makes a strong appeal to a cer* 
tain class of readers — people 
who have lived long enough to 
realize that there are hu^e prob- 
lems of sex and matrimony, thiit 
can only be solved through the ' 
actnal experience of the per- 
sons concerned. Numberless 
books have been and are being 
written and published treating 
on these questions, and if 
through reading them we are 
enabled to enlarge our view, 
look at our problem from a 
different angle, appropriate for our own use the 
benefit of others' experience either actual or imagi- 
nary, by just so much are we better able to live and 
think aright and secure to ourselves the happineea 
that is our inherent right and goaL 

SAPPHO 



BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

is a book dealing with the great elements of love and 
passion as depicted by life in the gay French capital, 
Paris. It created an enormous sensation when first 
written, and has been in steady demand ever since' 
H'rom those who, for the first time, have a chance to ^ 
read it. It should be read by every thongliti'ul maii/' 
and woman. , 

For sale by booksellers and newsdealers evxry ivhe;..:;^ 
or sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of price, ^^ ^^i^iitvi* 

J. S. OGILVIE PUELISHIR& OQU^kMY,^ 




P 0. Box 761 



57 EOBE STIIEET, EZ'^i lOEIL 



he Confessions 



1 Ct 



cess 




A book of this sort would necessarily 
be an(5nymous,and the name of the authoi 
is not e^jsenlial as indicative of liteTzry 
abili-y, tlie strength of the story depend- 
ing upon its action as revealed through 
the laying bare of the innermost secrets of 
_^ a " Princess of the Reahn ''' whose dis- 

!S^8i*l.^""^7 ' position and character were such as to 
f^^:d£i^~^- , . compel her to find elsewhere than in her 
^ [ J own home the love, tenderness, admira^ 

ticn, and society v/h:ch was lacking there, 
and which her being craved. Position, money and power, 
seem to those Vvho do not possess them, to bring happiness. 
Such is not the case, however, where stability of character is 
b.cl.-r.g and where one depends upon the pleasures of sense 
for the enj ^yment of hfe rather than on tlie p^'^.omplishment of 
t;xinr:s vonh while, based on high ideals. 

The v/riier has talicn a page from her life and has, given it 
lio the v/G:!d, She has laid bare the soul of a woman, that 
S(j:ne other v.'oman (of ^crae man) might profit thereby. The 
names have been changed, and such events omitted as might 
kad too readily to the discovery of their identity. Each the 
victim of circumstance, yet the prz'ce is demanded of the one 
wno fell the victim of environment. 

I7:e Con/essw?is of a Princess is the story of a w( maa 
who saw, conquered and fell. 

The bock contains 270 pages, printed from neW^. 
targe type on good paper, bound in paper cover witk 
r^ttractiv^e design in colors. For sale by ne^^^sd-^alers 
everywhere, or sent by mail, postpaid, uiDon receipt of 

35 certs. 

J. S. OGILVIB PUBLISHIIfG COMPANY, 
P. 0. Boz 767. 67 BOSE SI£EEI, BEW YOSKi^ 




Funny ! Funnier ! ! Puniest ! 1 1 

A Monarch In The Realm of Mirth! 

GaJes of Merrifnent! 
Cyclones of Laughter! 
Accompany the perusal of 

THE HUMOROUS 
MR. BOWSER, 

By M. QUAD, 

With 16 Full-page Illustrations 
By Merie Johnson. 

THE WORLD'S FUNNIEST 
FUNNY BOOK! 

A. Concentrated Conglomeration of 
Comical Conceit! 

IT TICK! TICK! TICKLES! 

With Its Irresistible, Laughter Compelling Humor* 

.This gem of domestic comedy introduces us to the funny, fussy, 
pompous, irascible, domineering, bombastic, bossy Mr. Bowser, 
and his meek, lovable quick witted wife. 

Sketch after sketch reveals intensely ludicrous incidents in 
which the belligerent Bowser concocts some scheme by which he 
may annihilate, squelch and overpower his good-natured better 
half, by worldly knowledge, superior intellect, and majesty of 
sex. You will laugh until exhausted nature will permit you to 
laugh no more. Get acquainted with 

THAT KOMICAL KUSS BOWSER! 

This unique volume of riotous fun chases gloom, dispels trouble, 
evolves sunshine. 

A Mental Cocktail! A Literary Tonic! 

The Humorous Mr. Bowser contains 256 pages, with 16 full- 
4 page illustrations by the renowned cartoonist. Merle Johnson and 
is bound in illustrated paper covers printed in colors. 

Price, 35 Cents postpaid. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
57 RoK Street - - - NEW YORK 




BERTHA M. CLAY 

U ihm AmthcT of 
The Duke's Secret— Thorns and 
Orange Bloesome— The Broken Wed- 
ding Ring— A Mad Love — Dora Thome 
— A Golden Heart — A Woman's 
Temptation — Repented at Lelsur^- 
Beyond Pardon— Thrown on the 
World. 

The abore are the best works of this. 
popular author, each one being a lore? 
story of ua paralleled Interest. By her ^ 
magic pen we are carried through the 
intricate maze of thrilling and ro- 
mantic scenes until the plot of hate 
against love, of injustice against jus- 
tice, and all the trials and tribulations 
of the hero and heroine are ended, when we lay tha atoir 
1 aside with regret 

ImARY J. HOLMES' 

Booka av al&o intmn—ly IntmrmHing, Hmr two hmal arm 

TEMPEST and SUNSHINE— and LENA RIVERS. 

CHARLES QARVICE 

Author of the following 
^ booka ia equally popular, 

A Wounded 
Heart — A Woman's Soul — ^The Ashes 
of Love — Fate — Only a GlrPs Love. 

Guided by a master hand we watch 
with bated breath the unfolding of 
tlie stories by this renowned author. 
The unexpected happens, surprise fol- 
lows surprise, plot is succeeded by 

j counterplot; vice and virtue, honor 

land knavery struggle desperately for \['.\ 

'mastery until the mind and heart are 
stirred to their very depths. 




The above books contain 250 to 450 pages each, printed on 
good paper in clear type, and bound in handsome paper cover 
prfaited in colors. For sale by all booksellers or mailed by us 
upon receipt of price, 35 cents. 

■^ I G r^nif \7fC? r»fTF> ^^ mmm w^ ^.. ... .. 



STOP! HALT! ATTENTION! 

Read the most astounding and 
exciting love Atory of the age 

ONLY A 
GIRL'S LOVr. 




BY 



CHARLES OARVICE. 



IT 

ENRAPTURES! ENTRANCES! 

THR1LL51 DELIOHTSt 

In this intensely dramatic and thrilling love story, we 
•^atch with bated breath the unfolding of a high life drama of 
eibsorbing interest. Rank and wealth, pride and prejudice, 
vice and villainly, combine in a desperate and determined effort 
to break off a romantic and thrilling love match, the develop- 
ment, temporary rupture and final consummation of which, by 
the genius of the author, we are, with spell-bound interest, 
tense arteries and throbbing hearts privileged to witness. 
This desperate attempt to halt the course of true love and dam 
the well-springs of an ardent and romantic affection, will be 
watched by the reader with a boundless and untiring interest. 

New Scenes ! New Faces ! New Features 1 New Tlirilils I 
SECURE THIS SUPERB NOVEL 

and learn for yourself the result of this astounding battle of 
true love against terriffic odds. 

FICTION LOVERS, NOVEL READERS, TAKE NOTICE ! 
Just What You Are Looking Fori 

' A story that grips th^ heart and holds the reader spell-bound 
, from start to finish ! 

^ A MENTAL FEAST, A LITERARY BANQUET I 

Yon Want It! You Cannot Do Without 5tl Buy ItTciii-yl x^ow^ 

* The book contJiins -380 pa^es of solid reading matter, bound 
.tn attractive paper cover, printed in colors. For sale bj^ b'.ck- 
■geilers and nev. sdealers everywhere, or sent by mail, postpaid, 

on receipt of price, 3b cents. 

J. S. O&ILVIB PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
P, 0. Box 7W. 67 EOSE STKBET. JSiEW XOW 



■\.- 



THIS IS ITl 1T!I iT»! 

AWOHAN'SSOUL 

By CHARLES GARVICE. 

■ •• ■ 

^^__^-,-r— -X A Literary Sensation! 

K^ - ^ A riatchless flasterpiece 1 ^ 

[ ' -^i] The Big Noise of Fiction! 

;^ A Story that Grips the Heart f' 

A Story that Stirs the Souir 

Guided by a master- hand we •wd'-z^ 
with bated breath the unioidiiig or a 
1 '. -C -^ story of unparalleled interest. Ever 

J . .' > •• J the unexpected hanpens, surpnse f^^- 

| . . j lows surprise, plv:>t iz Ej.:'czisdcd hj 

j ■ ' •■ _ ^''\ . ^ ^ . j counterplot. Vice and \irl:.:o, kon.r 

t: ■ ^ and knavei-y, true love ard duplicity, 
' j struggle desperately and. ince.-i3aiii:y 
] for mastery until Zi^e n ir.d is ce^^-i-J- 

\ ^- •, ,::ui-;i ered and the heart and soui are stirred 

to their very dtptho. 
Pv7CT)t irro':istiblv r^onf^ the seductive end entiTncI'"? 
Stic^Mi; of iv^tnanac ilction, never for one in.ste.nt :3 iV.3 
i^ad'-r's ii.i.crojt idloVvvd to fiaT. V.'hen clmoct c:-.":.\us-:ed v.Aa 
the thrillin'f n.-'Lurc ot the narrative, the end of il\1:^ in.-.tchh ^>3 
story h'. n a^ho'l, ''.rid It is then with a sif'-h ox rec:rec the rcad.-r 
bids ir'ju to chn.ractera that have woven then;: jives arou-i;.* 
his heait, tud have become part and parcel of Lis very life. 

UNPARALLELED AND UNSURPASSED! 

New, Novel and Unconventional! 

AWAY FROn TiiE BEATEN TRACK OF FICTIONI 

Classy! Uuiqae! The 5tory of the Century! 
READ IT I BUY ST J JUDGE FOR YOURSELF 5 



'' A WOriAN'S SOUL contains 326 pages of solid reading 

imatter, printed in large type on good quality of paper, bound 
in paper covers with attractive cover desii^ in two color?. 
For Side by newsdealers and booksellers everywhere, or sent 
by mail, postpaid, upon reseipt of 33 cents. 

J. S. OGILVIS PUBLISHma COMPANY, 
?. 0. Box 767. 57 ROSE STKEET. KEW YOSZ. 



THRilLISG! fiBSORBll^G! DELIGKTFULl 

The SiSry Serisatlon of the Yes:' 




cR-rrLES y. 









■. " >■■■ *^^^ ^'^ *i 



BY 



UAr^V 



CHARLES ^'^ 

Autlxc- of "Tho Ar^he3 
**x\ Woman's Sou:/ 






>f I.Ove, 



It Grips! lUx^i^i! ■itllij-i 



i|«^ » 



By th3 rr-n^ic pen of the author w 



' car^'ir 



roue^h the 



-^ductive and intricate mrtzes of a thrilung anJ romantic life 
drama of unparalleled interest. 

In beautiiul England, sunny France, ?.nd di^tan': A-.istr?Jra^ 
we watch the movements of life-like, spi(?:v\i"iiy f'r. v/n liesh 
r.nd blood characters, and follow their fortunes wiUi a, zealous 
^levotion that never fl^gs. 

With breathless interest we witness the struggle for an an- 
cestral home, which finally passes into the pjsetiLion cf ti:e scion 
of a noble house, the rightful heir, Sir Llerrick Pow'm, thanks 
to the sacrifices of the heroine, than whom no moie en'iancing 
ind beautiful character exists in the whole rarge of i.^Alem 
fiction. The ending of the story is, of course, ci h;:>.ry ore, but 
this is not achieved until the trusting heart of ti o .f^rcine has 
ij ^jii sorely Vv^ounded, and she has passed throug i trials and 
tribulations, v/hich win for her the love and sympathy of th^ 
speli-bound reader. 

REPLETE WITH THRILLING INCSDENTS ! 

feeminc ^^'ith Keart Interest and Dramatic Action! 

NEW ! NOVEL I UNIQUE ! 

-^ f>!i T^ithDeliKhtl You Lay It Bown rrilli a Sig!iJ 

JY iTl BUY IT! TO-DAYl NOW! 

■ 'IS 400 pages of solid reading matter bound 
■ ver printed in colors. For sale by book- 
Jzis eveiy where, or sept by mail, postpaid, 
, ^- Cents. / 

"3 PUBLISHING COMPANY, 

57 EOSE STEEET, IITEW YOBJt 

f 
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BOOKS BY 

BERTHA M. CLAY 



BETWEEN 

TVO LOVES 




We have just added two titk? 
new to our line of Railroad Serie- 
books by this popular authc 
entitled 

WHICH LOVED HtM BEST? 

and 

BETWEEN TWO LOVES 



In the same series are issued 

86 A WOMAN'S TEIWPTATION 

87 BEYOND PARDON 

89 REPENTED AT LEISURE 

90 A GOLDEN HEART 

91 A MAD LOVE 

92 DORA THORNE 

100 THE DUKE^S SECRET 

101 THORNS AND ORANGE BLOSSOIHS 

102 A BUOKEN WEDDING RING 
106 THROWN ON THE WORLD 
110 WIFE IN NAME ONLY 

The above are the best works of this popular author, each one 
being- a love story of unparalleled interest. By herniate pen we 
are carried through the intricate maze of thrilling and romantic 
scenes until the plot of hate against love, of injustice agair : 
justice, and all the trials and tribulations of the hero and heroint 
are ended, when we lay the story aside with regret. 

The books contain 250 to 450 pages each, printed on goo*": 
' paper in clear type, and bound in handsome paper cover printe. 
in colors. For sale by all booksellers or mailed by ns postpa:^ 
upon receipt of Price, 35 cents. 



J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

,67 ROSE STREET NEW YORr 




OLD-TIME SOlsrGS. 

This volume contains the words and music of choicest gems 
of the old and familiar songs we used to sing when we weje 
young. It has been arranged with great care and we hk»., 3 no 
nesitatioTi in saying that it is the best book of the kind pub- 
lished. Bead the following partial table of Contents. The 
book contains 130 song^ besides the ones mentioned here an4 
%ou?.d cost $50 in sheet music form. 

Willie. We Have Missed Totu 



Wait /or the Wagon. 

Cb Bearl Wh^t Can the Mat? 

ter be. 
Oh Why do you Tease Me. 
Ohj Would I Were a Bird. 
Oh, Would I Were a Boy AgalOt i 
Over the Garden WalL 
PU^^rlin Fathers, The. 
PatMalloy. 
raup«r'3 Drive, The, 
Paddle Tour Own OanoQi 
Eobin Adaln 
Robinson Crusoe. 
Eose of Allandale. 
Star Spangled Banner, The. 
8aint Patrick Was a Ge&tle^ 

man. 
See Saw, Margery J>aw. 
Sing a Song or Sixpence. 
See, the Conquering Hero 

Comes. 
Stop Dat Knockin*. 
Sally in Our Alley. 
Scots, What Ha'e Wi' WaUao# 

Bled. 
Sword of Bunker HiDL The. 
Spider and the Fly, The, 
Shells of Ocean. 
Steal Away. 
, . Take Back the Heart. 

Come, Come Away. Three Fishers Went Sailing; 
Booked in the Cradle of the Ten Little Niggers. 

Deep. *Ti3 the Last Bose of Summer^ 

Bock Me to Sieep, Mother. Ta-Ra-Ra-Boom-De-Ay. 
' SparkliDg and Bright. Thou Art Gone From My GaaOi 

A There was an Old Woman. There is a Green Hill far Away. 
', "^is the Last Rose of Summer.There was a Jolly Miller. 

This book of 176 pages containing the above entire list of 
Bongs and many others, ibords and music, v^ill bo sent by mail 
postpaid upon receipt of prfoe. Paper Oov^r, 35 cents. Ad* 
oress all orders to 

1 & 06ILVXS PTTKTiTfiHTTfg CO^57B€0eSteeet»2re«ToiiEi, 



X>cii't You Go, Tommy. 

Mee es a Bird. 

In the Gloaming^ 

JTohn Anderson, my Joe. 

Katie's Letter. 

iiittle An!iie Eooney. 

liarboard Watch. 

life on the Ocean Wave, A. 

Low Backed Car, The. 

Mollie, Put the Kettle On. 

Meet Me by Moonlight. 

IJancy Lee. 

O. B^ Carry Me 'Long. 

Ohl »usannah. 

Our Flag is There. 

O Had r Wings Like a Dove. 

^[M Oaken Bucket, The. 



' A SPECIAL BOOK FOR WOilEN. 

THE 

••ART or PLEA5IN0 MEIS^ 

was vrritten by a woman who knows whereof she speaks, h 
will be found "v^ry interesting to any female, whether mamed 
or single, old or young. 

Here are a few of the subjects treated in the Tolxune : 
i/kdy Beauty, A Word of Warning, 

rn&HIrl Who Wins, Some Unfailing Methodi;» 

Tli^ Girl' Who Fails, Girls Whom Men Ukc, 

The Wife Who Is Loved, Secret of the Widow's Power 

Numerous other matters in addition to the above are treatea 
in the book. 

READ THIS CAREFULLY. 

* Tho woman who desires to get married, but is unable to do 
?0r win find an immense amount of advice and assistance in thiF 
ntt Jg volu.ne, and will learn what manner of woman is Uked and 
wh* disliked by men, the reasons for success and failure in the 
race inatrimoniaU some unfailing metho^sof catching a husbaj ai, 
why it U that a plain widow can come mW BTcommunity and 
take her ijick among the most eligible men, and finally how to 
retain the love of a husband when he has been captured and how 
to get another one when he has been gathered to his fathers. 
Any woman who cannot win a husband by the rules laid dowu 
in this oook does not deserve one. 

HIGHLY ENDORSED BY fllNISTERS OF THE GOSPEL. 

It is a pleasure to speak a good word for a book like this, i 
trust it will have a wide circulation, and be the means of lifting 
many a young lady to her ,ji-ghfefulc plane _of virtue and purity. 
Sv'.eh a book, if considerateiy read, cannot fail to have an en* 
E jbling and elevating iiiliaence upon the character. God ble.>' 
: ': o?i its mission of exalting and purifying and making happy tiir. 
YJuni,- ladies of our laud. Chas. E. Orr, 

Pastor of the Church of God, Federalsbnrg, Md, 

The book contains 150 pages a^nd will be sent by mall, po:. 
•paid, to any address upon receipt ol 25 cents for the paper bo; .' 
book. * Agents •vs^antrd n^ 

^eli this book. "We give a big commission. Addre^j ali ordi-i" 
and aiplUation for an affency tjo 

J. £i. CeiLYIS PUBLISmiTa COMPANY, 
r. 0. Box 767. 67 ECSS SIKEET. KEW YOES, 



DO N'T MA RRY 

This book was not written with the idea of advismg^ 
people not to marry, but rather with a view to giving 
them advice as to whom NOT to marry. Ton can 

readily see how important the marriage question is^ 
Show it will come into your life, and how your deciaiois 
tiay be your uplifting or your downfall 

This is a question no one is free from, and thisi 
book will not only help you to decide, but will result 
in life-long happiness. "The genius of selection is 
the rarest of faculties." 

The following is a list of contents : 

2)o2i't HarryforEeauty Alone. Don't Break. a Marriagt 

Don't Marry for Money. ^ Promise. 

lon't MarryaVerySmailMan. I><»i't Many For Spite 

Don't Marry too Young. l>on't Mitten a Mechanio. 

Don't Marry a Coquette. 38on't Many a Man too PooK 






jjon't Elope to Marry. Don't Marry a Crank. 

7iATi>f -nflii Y It f^f^^^^ 'P^T ^ff^^lT ^^** Marry Pine PeatherSr 

Don't Many a Drunkard. Don't Marry Without Love, 

Eon't Many a Spendthrift Don't Marry a Stingy Man. 

Ton't Marry a Miser. Don't Marry too Hastily. 

Don't Marry Far Apart in Don't be too Slow About Iti 

Ages. Don't Marry a Silly GirL 

Don't Marry too Old. Don't Expect too Mueh In 
Don't Many Odd Sizes, Marriage. 

Don't Msrry a Clown. Don't I^any a Fop. 

Don't Marry a Dude. Don't Blarry in Fun. 

Don^t Marry From Pity. Don't Spum a Man &r SH» 
■tc'A'% il^rry for aa Ideal Poverty. 

Marriag^e. Don't Marry Recklessly. 

;^ I'lAifj bock contains 112 pages, size 7x4j^ inoheSj*^ 
I rintcd in la^v^o type on good qutility paper, is bound 
A'J. dvrqhlQ paper cover, and will be .:.e:: L by mail, post 
paid, to any address upon receipt of 25 cents in U. S» 
Btamps or postal money order. Address all orders to 

J. 3. CeiLVIS PUELISIIIK& COKPAKY, ^ 
t.Q. Box 767* 67 ECSE &IE££7. NEW YOBS 



OGiLVIE'S HAND BOOK SERIE& 



1 




The Old Witcnes' Dream Book 
and Fortune Teller. 

Two Hundred After -Dinner 
Stories. 

Ihe Swindlers of America. 

Art of Ventriloquism. 

Howard Thurston's Card 
Tricks. 

Eand-Shadows on the Wall.^^ 

Your Hand is Your Fortune.. 

Southwick's Jokes and Recita- 
tions. 

Sou thwack's Irish Dialect 
Poems and Recitations. 

Fortune Telling by Cards, 
Dice, Crystal, Etc. 

Carter's Manic and Magicians. 

Taylor's Popular Recitations. 

The Spider's Web. 

Love, Courtship and Marriage. 

Temptations of the Stage. 

f Behind the Scenes. 
^Children's Recitations. 



llie following list contains the i 
that is written on dreams, recitiw 
tions and the art of doing things. All ■ 
of them are well printed, and bonnd 
in handsome colored covers, most of 
them being illustrated thronghoitt/ 

Twelve Hundred New Riddles. 
Model Letter Writer. 1 

Gipsy Dream Book and Fortune Tell» \ 
Amateur's Guide to Magic and Mysteiy,| 
How to Entertain a Social Party; 
How to V»^oo and How to Win. 

Recitations For Little Pe<^le^' '{ 

A Hundred Ways x)f Eosslng 
Girls. * 

Five Hundred Toasts. 

Great Words of Great Men. 

After-Dinner Stories. 

A Thousand Conundmma ' 

Love Affairs of Actors. 

How to Mix Drinks. 

Hpw to Read Character bf 
Handwriting. 

Green Room Gossip. 



The Art of Kissing. 

Palmistry. 

How to Become a Saccesani. 

Newspaper Man. 
How to Become BeautifaL 
The Album Writer's Friend. 
The Art of Rising fas tiM 

World. 
The Confessions of a Yomitf r 

Girl. 
Vail's Dream Book. 
Pocket Manual of Useful lit- 

formation. / 

Any of these books will be mailed, postpaid, for 
^5 cents. Address all orders to 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
^>? 0. Boic 787, £7 BOSE SIBEET, SZW YOBS^ 




OLD DR.BROWN'S BOOK OF SECRETS!! 

By R. MOORE, Author sf Moore's Universal Assistant 

OVER 400 CLOSELY PRINTED PAGES OP VALUABLE MATTER 

===== Reprea^atinff Yean of Research and Bxpertmeni = 

Contains Rare, Valuable and Dead Sure Money- 
Making Secrcrts, Practical Recipes. Tested Formu- 
las, etc., etc.. Three Thousand in All. Contains .« 
Baking, Cooking and Preserving Beoipas. Farm- 1 
era, Stock Owners, Horse iShoers and Liiveryman's / 
Recipes. Dyers, Bleachers, Clothiers, natters and 
Furrier's Recipes. Medical Recipes for Familiee, 
Physicians, Dentists^ Barbefrs and Perfuraercr. 
Recipes for Grocers. Tobacconists, Confectioners, 
Soap Makers, etc. Recipes for Tanners, Cur- 
riers, Furriers, Boot, Shoe and Rubber Hakenr» 
Harness Makers, Book Binders, Printers and 
Fishermen. Recipes fer Painters, Varnlshers, 
Cabinet Makers. Bronzers, Gilders, Piano and 
Organ Makers, Carpenters, Builders. Stainerv, 
Glass Makers, China Decorators Und Painters, 
Potters, Architects^ Brick Ijayers, Plasterers. Kal- 
somlners. etc. Recipes for Watchmakers. Jewel- 
ers, Gliders, Colorers. Gold and Silversmiths. Diamond Cutters, Bnamel- 
ers, etc. Contains recipes for 48 different klnda of Cement Recipes for 
Bnglneers, Firemen. Mechanics. Boiler Makers, Saw Millers. Flsmr MiUers, 
Cottsn Manufacturers, etc. Recipes for Blacksmiths, Cutlers. Locksmiths, 
Saw Setters etc. Recipes for Plumbers, T$n-men, Gae Fitters, Iron, Brass 
and Bell Founders. Gunsmiths, Engravers, Stencil CuUers, Photographers. 
mx "Workers, etc. Contains calculations for Navigators. «onfraotors» 
Brokers, Clerks, Firemen. Physicians and everbody else. Contains In- 
terest Tables, Ready Reckoners, Dlamieters. CircumfereRcee^ Weights, 
Measures, Lumber Measurement Tables, Tables for Meehanies an4 Machlft- 
ists. Items for everyday use, etc 

Unless you are one out of a thousand you v^esire to beoome wealthy. 
The almighty dollar Is the ruler of men to a great extent, and how to 
set and keep "the root of all evil'* Is the one stwdy and aim la life of the 
ireaerality of mankind. There Is no secret road to wealth; there Is, per- 
haps, something In "luck," but luck seems to fail with those wh« most 
deserve it. The great secret. If It is a secret. Is to get 8t«rted rights thoB 
It Is uphill only part of the way, the rest Is easy 

If you have rek.d over the above list of Recipes, whleh is but a small 
part oC what are contained in this Immense book, you must be convinced 
that It Is a big bargain If you buy a copy of Old Dr BrowB*s Book of 
Basrets you are put directly on the road of making mere money in one 
week than you might otherwise make In one m-onth, and ever cent of 
^1 profit Is youj own — it does not go to enrich some one else We never yet 
heard of a copy soUl that gave dissatisfaction. Hundreds ar& kept under 
lock and key by their owners, and some parties write that one hundred 
dollars would not induce them to part with their copy. To start in the 
business of making and selling proprietary articles but little Is require^: 
common household utensils being alL that are necessary. 

You can start large or smkU. We know that you wHl be perfectly 
satisfied with Old Dr Brown's Book of Secrets, which will be sent post** 
paid for ONE DC^IAR. 



J.S.OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO. - 07 Rose SU • NEW YORK 



GASKELL*S 

COMPENDIUM OF PENMANSHIP 

By PROFESSOR G. A. GASKELL 

GOOD HANDWRITING 

Ofteo leads to a fortmie. Improve your handwiitios by iiettiflg 

♦ 

Twenty separate lessoas' 

with a complete book of in- 
strjictions. A complete 
compendium of elegant writ» 
Ing for the home or office. 
Teaches &ie penmanshlii, 
ornamental flourishing, pen 
drawing, ladies' penmaa* 
ship, business penmanship^ 
etc., with many practice ex- 
ercises. By means of this 
self-teaching system anyone 
can acquire a rapid and 
beautiful handwriting without a teacher. "When made pro- 
ficient by this course the pfupil can become a teacher of fine 
writing and organize writing classes. This course contains 
twenty complete separate lessons, one large sheet oi ona- 
ment^l penmanship, size 13 1-2 x 17 Inches, and an llhistrated 
instrnctJon book, giying complete directions for each lesson 
and illustrations showing proper position of body, hand, pen, 
etc 

SEND FOR IT TO-DAY! DO JT AT ONCE! 
Don't Be Ashamed of Your Writing! 

This may be the turning point in your career which will 
lead to a higher and better position. 

SPECIAL OFFER 

We have just manufactured a large edition of this Course of 
Penmanship, and in order to introduce it and move the 
stock quickly, we make the Special Offer to send same 
complete as outlined above, postpaid, upon receipt of only 
(jO cents, instead of the regular price, One Dollar. 




J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
BOX 767, CITY HALL STA. ^7 ROSE ST., NEW YORK 



GET A PACK OF 

Revelation Fortune Telling Card 

and have a good evening's fun in 
telling the fortune of your friends 

Here is a deck of 52 fortune telling 
cards, each card similar in appearance 
and of the same value, name and se 
quence as a deck of regular playirii 
cards, being 3^x2)^ inches in size 
handsomely printed with attractive orig 
inal back design, and two fortune tell 
'jng predictions printed on the face of each card. 

Designed by a man noted for his uncanny perform 
frnces in card conjuring, these cards produce results as 
'inystifyin)§: as they are fascinating. They answer ques 
tions on love, business, health, wealth, the past, presen 
or future in weirdly accurate and truthful fashion. In 
structions with each pack: 

REVELATION FORTUNE TELLING CARDS 
will be sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of 75 cents 



f "^ 


;■ 
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■;■■■" -^ 



American Fortune 
Telling Cards 

consist of a deck of 36 cards 
not playing cards, size 3 x : 
inches, each card containing 
a different design of scenei 
or persons, printed in color:-; 
Full instructions in botli 
English and German f^! 
telling fortunes with the^ i 
cards are enclosed witi 

each deck. Sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of PncQ 

50 Cents. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

Box 767, City Hall Sta. 57 Rose Street, New YorC 




*"^>i!s Book is !!ke no other Book.'* 

THE EVERYDAY EDUCATOR 

OR 

HOW TO DO BUSINESS 

By Prof. Seymour Eaton 

The beat Help-Manual ever issued in this country, and prt)v-» 
ins to everjone tliat has it A Steppiilg Stoue to Snceessu 
Kach one of tne sixty different departments form a unique 
feature. Here are the titles cf a few: 

Banking — Bookkeeping — Business Points for Young Busi* 
iiess Men — Character in Hands — Civil Service Exapiinations 
— Commercial Arithmetic — Common Blunders Corrected — 
Compendium of- Facts and Figures — Correct Thing in Dresa 
and Manners — Correspondence — Curiosities— Easy Lessons in 
Astronomy — Everyday Geography — Famous Autographs — 
Famous Rulers — ^Figure Shorthand — Games, Puzzles, Conun- 
drums, Kinks and Wrinkles — Good Openings in New Trades 
— Good Readings and Recitations — Handy Bible Notes — 
Handy Helps for Bookkeepers — Handy Helps for Correspond-* 
Ing Clerks — Hints on Public Speaking — How to Apply for a 
SRuation — How to Buy and Sell Stocks — How to Conduct a 
Home Reading Club — How to do business — ^How to Educate 
Yourself — ^How to Form a Stock Company — ^Hqw to Get a 
Start — ^How to Get out a Patent — How to Mark tl^e Price oi 
Goods — ^How to Read Character from Chins and No'-es — How 
to Write for the Press — How w« are Governed — Interesting 
Geographical Comparisons — ^Law Lessons for the People- 
Languages — Lessons in Electricity — Lessons in Fren-ch Con- 
versation — ^Lessons in German Conversation — Lessons in 
Spelling — ^Literature, Authors and Books— "Mayflower" Pa:s« 
eenger List — Mechanic's Arithmetic — Mechanical Drawing- 
Opinions of Successful Men — Penmanship — Physical Culture 
— Practical Lessons in Drawing — ^Proof Reading — Reporting 
— Rules of Order for Business Meetings^ — Science Lessons— 
Secret Cipher — Shorthand Multiplication — Sborts Cnts in! 
Figures — Success on the Road — ^Telegraphy — ^These Bodies of 
Ours — ^United States History, Leading Facts. 

No Book ever printed gives as much valuable informatieii 
in so small a space as The Every-Day Educator. Don't fail 
to get it if you want to be up-to-date in business or ansrthlng 
9lse. 

. THE EVERY-DAY EDUCATOR contains 256 pages, is 
'fiandsomely printed, and contains over one hundred illus-s 
trations. 

?rice ia Paper Covers, 35 Cents Postpaid. Boood in Cloth, ${ .OQL 

Address all Orders to 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
F. 0. Box 767 C. H. Sta. S7 Bose Street^ Hew Tort# 




500 Toasts 

\Ji <fo not hesitate to t'S}^ tires' is, the bei 
and largest collectioi} of original and populj 
toasts published. Hundreds never in prir 
before and all the classics by world-renowne 
authors: 

Longfellow 

Wordsworth 

Mrs. W!lcox 

Bums 

Tom Moore 

Thos.Hood 
This is a book for all classes. There's no taV^^-u: vhen you ih^ 
be called upon to propose a to: ist. To b j jnf r:-?:i -rd means en 
barrassment. Send for this book and memon/^^ \fw. By mai 
15c; cloth -bound, 30C. Mention 5oa roasts.*'. 



Beis^ Jol!3isoi> 

Go:iiHmith 
Eriaksaere 



( 



ATliousaE 
C 



^ 



r- 









\ This is a companion book to our " 5CG . 
'Toasts." It is pocket size and contain; 
> enough co:iijndrums, riddles, etc., tc la ■ 

you for years. Here are one cr two tak^r 

at random: 

, Q. If a ^.e:^r w^nt, into a dry>'. 

■,WOuH fee ivasi:t? 

Q. ll^lv:/ i/i a new-born baby F"-' 
,^ A. B^cc^ne li, h?':zhz v^:'^:^c\p. ?-'■". 

Well, boys, tlien^. are 997 '''nore of l-; 
•you want to :\uvt a bunch of fun Wiiii \ • 
Ctiier fellow's girl, you should send lor Uii. 
frqmd mail for 15 cents. 

I Any of the above books will be se^it b^ fi 

t>n receipt of prioe by J. 16. O^pivie PLibhoirnue Ooip 
»-,*^^.Eo6e Street. NewJ^' 
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t once. £i 

postpaid, 



O^ilvie's 


Hea'Iy 


Rockciv •, 
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OGILVIE'S READY 
RECKONER, 

FORM AND LOG BOOK 

AND 

WAGES CALCULATOR 



A use . r.i.' slant to every trader for buying 

anci L" J." jr.f7 all sorts of articles in any 

qi.ir.nUty ^t ^ixy price. 

CcntK:.i.:i3 ti^LVs cliov/Ing at a glance th^ value of 
ntny number of articles from a quarter of a cent up. 

Also cor/.vliis the follov/ing valuab!e catp.: 

oin tables, wn c t: 'j3 by the nfont'i, week, dav, hoar, bnlf-boor ' 

and quarter»l.. if, ^vr J tollez, Itgrd and b::j;ncs3 fcrms of 

all kinds; c.^. .1, L'>j3: and caale tables; wei^Ms aid 

measures ic*.ijr<; p.!c..ik a;:d board and log tabies; 

grain incaSwTt; i.itercst la'ulds and rules; 

postal i ^r-jrciation; perpetual calendar; 

weaihef table, etc., etc., etc. 

This is a vsiuable book for every business man. 

Contains 256 xiages, Cloth bound, Size 5^ x 3J^ inches^ a very 

handy size to fit the pocket. 



f RICE POSTPAID 50 CENTS 



J. S. OQILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY 

;7 ROSE STREET NB|V YORK 



mmmm of the stage; 

Tlipre [r ;^ioh''b]y no other book of this kmd on the market 
thrt tj!;- ■• ' o-h trwih. from Stage Life as does this one. If 
tJ /- '. : C\ : ].no.v of it. We herewith give the contents 

a; -.a .o^.^^ \ .a i^. _i.i\v- your own conclusions:— 

Ever in the Limellghu 
*'i*rnninqaity» venz 
»*A..«;oiaUoii,» 

Fhittory. 
.,/*• \' ■• ','. ' :S^ See How it Sparkles. 

^^ ' ', ' f .' , .* Gambling— Drugs. 

K(ja(l to Success. 
My Narrow Escape. .B*" . 

JJcUa Fox, 
Girls in Burlesque Com* 

\y.\ r.ic s. Bi; Ma v Howard, 
A Nat ion at Her Feet. B^ 
Pa uliue MarkhaJn, 

Jaiio f jading's Career. B{f 
Ih-rst ij. 

A V/oman's Blisrhted Life^ 
Lij Jfn.u<e O'Xtnl Potter^ 

Cigarette Smoking. 

A Thiinno Sonpatfon. JBW 
JS-iiU Far iiL(jLoii. 

■\ I Yvct\' Gu Toe rt's Songs. 

\ f'jlj A Tni.'jic Kncl. 
'■' " ' 1 1 T I- 1 u : • . ; 1 1 s a n d Fa ll'jre& 
y'jt ]>y L^jUfKe b'liiuhart. ^ 
'\\ A ]Mad Career. ^>^ 

;' \ Li!:e.: to \Vcar Ti-hts. t^ 
. I ' -/' .vw l . ■ />' .' r ' ie: t Da vis, 
'r Jolly Jennie Joyce. 

Tliorns of Stage Life. B9 ; 

MuLfcl Greg^ru. 
The Stage i? Not I>egener« ■ 
liljiu;. By Ecu Miahje, 
,*' •*" Ethicc: of Sta?e Morality,. 

Bl/ Jessie O iwter. 

Stage-Door Johnnies. 
•r^- "^ac: Tl-'f TCr.ls. Cure For the Stage Struck. 

- ".::? I '>vo L. tters. MllP. Fougere, Stock Companies. 
•; cm 'i:,,i.Lo to Tea Parties. In Other \Valk>s. 

The abcva book contains 128 pages, bound in paji/cr coVe^r^ 

handsomely illustrated in colors, p^-' will be sent by mail, post*i 
paid, to any address upon receipt oi25jents. Address all orders tc> 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISEING COMPANY, 
P. 0. Box 767. 57 SOSE STBEET. NEW T0BB:< 
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NEVER AGAIN! 

Ij>y Clarence L. Cullen* 






;^^-riT'^>:, 




How many times have those 
two words been spoken ? Oh 
My! And how often the imphed 
promise been broken ? Oh My ! 



Those of tis who have at- 
tained our majority (whatever 
that may mean) realize that no 
matter how ungodly, immoral 
or unseemly it is to lose contr©! 
of self thru over-indulgence in 
strong liquor, or weak liquor for that matter, realize 
that such over-indulgence often unearths a large fund 
of hnnior,' quaintness, silliness, if you will, in the 
indulgent. 

This side of human nature has been very htunorons* 
ly set forth in our book 

NEVER AGAIN 

By Clarence L. CuUen in which members of ;he Harlem 

Club of Former Alcoholic Degenerates relate some of 
their numercns peculiar experiences when straying from 

the home Ere .side. 

Never Again contains 128 pages printed from large 
type and bound in illustrated paper cover. Price 25 
cents, Postpaid. 

J. S. OG5LVIE PUBLISHING CO. 

57 ROSE STREET, fJEW YORK* 



14 DAY USE 

RFTURN TO DESK PROM WHICH BOKROWED 

LOAN DEPT. 

This book is due on the last date stamped belo'^t or 

on the dace ta whidi reoewed, 

Reaewed books ue subject to immediate recalL 
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